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c4nnouncing 

Pressureless 
Touch 

In  a  Pen  that  Ends  Breakage — Brings 
Jewel-like  Beauty — 28  %  Lighter  Weight 

Can't  go  wrong  if  you  treat 
it  right f  or  we  make  it  good  free  "^ 

You  here  behold  Parker's  new  model  Duofold  Pen.  In  reaching 
this  goal,  we  spent  "^5  years  on  47  improvements.  We  made  six- 
teen million  pens.  We  own  32  pen  patents. 

Now  the  Barrel  is  made  of  Non -Breakable  Permanite  instead 
of  rubber  as  lorraerly.  It  is  28^0  lighter. 

It  comes  in  lustrous  Jade,  Lacquer -red,  flashing  Black  and  Gold, 
Mandarin  Yellow,  and  Lapis  Lazuli  Blue — 5  color  combinations — 
all  gold  trimmed — all  black-tipped  —  jewel-like  in  their  beauty. 

It  comes  in  3  sizes  —  Over-size,  Junior,  and  slender  Lady  Duo- 
fold  They  are  shapely,  symmetrical,  perfectly  balanced  to  aid  the 
hand's  dexterity. 

Each  size  in  six  graduated  points — Extra  Fine,  Fine,  Medium, 
Broad,  Stub  and  Right  and  Left  Oblique. 

We  discovered  a  way  to  make  them  write  without  pressure — by 
using  capillary  attraction  combined  uith  gravity  flow.  This  requires 
a  special  ink  channel,  hand-ground  between  the  prongs  of  the  point. 

It  increases  our  cost  but  we  haven't  increased  our  price. 

The  Duofold  point,  though  tempered  to  yield  to  all  hands,  can't 
lose  its  shape.  It  needs  no  breaking  in — it  knows  no  wearing  out. 

Not  for  $50  could  you  get  a  finer  pen  than  Parker  Duofold  ai 
$7-  More  money  would  only  add  some  extra  ornament.  And  the 
first  cost  is  the  last  cost  —  see  our  ot?er  below. 
■.\  The  fresh  fdU  assortments  of  these  new  models  are  ready  at  all 

good  pen  counters.  Dealers  invite  you  to  come  and  give  your  hand 
a  taste  of  this  new  treat. 

Look  for  the  imprint, ''Geo. S.Parker  —  DUOFOLD" — then 
imitations  can't  deceive  you. 


The  Parker  Pen  Company.  J 


ParkeT  DuofolA  Dwttz 
8,  $8.50  and  $11 


e 
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GOOD  CLOTHES 


Don't  wait  to  see 

our  styles 
on  the  other  fellow 


BUY    NOW   AND   WEAR 
THE  NEW  STYLES  FIRST 


Rexford  &  Kelder 

LARGEST     LMVERSITY     CLOTHIERS     IN     THE     WEST 

25  Jackson  Boulevard  East 

Chicago 
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CLOTHES /or 
College  Men 

NORTHWESTERN  MEN  will  find 
here  a  wide  selection  of  the  very 
newest  woolens.  All  the  wanted  shades 
of  Oxford  grays,  blues,  and  browns,  wide 
or  narrow  stripes;  herringbones,  novelty 
or    plain   weaves,   at   moderate   prices. 

Roval  suits  or  overcoats  are  MADE 
TO  YOUR  MEASURE.  There  are  hun- 
dreds of  fashions  to  choose  from.  Guar- 
anteed to  fit  and  please  you. 

At  WHOLESALE  BRANCH  STORE 

1641  Orrington  Avenue 


Open 
Tuesda 


THE  Royal  Tailors 

IN  lO.OOO  CITIES 


Customer:  The  horn  on  this  car  is  broken. 

Salesman:  No,  it's  not;  it's  just  indifferent. 

Customer:  What  do  you  mean^ 

Salesman:  W/iy,   it  Just  doesn't  give  a  hoot. 


-Log 


They  grinned  when  the  waiter  spoke  to  me  in 
Greek,  but  their  laughter  changed  to  astonishment 
at  my  ready  reply. 

"I  wanna  roasta  bif  san'wich,  str-r-r-omberry  pie, 
two  cup  skawfee, "  was  the  simple  and  clear  state- 
ment I  made  w  ithout  hesitation. 

—Life 


y^^^ 


He:    Everything  I  touch  today  seems  to  go  wrong. 
She:    Don't  touch  me,  then.  — Texas  Ranger 

"\  doctor  myself  by  the  aid  of  medical  books.  " 
"^'es,  and  some  day  you'll  die  of  a  misprint!  " 

— Nebraska  Augican 

"Are   you   a  sailor's  sweetheart^  " 

"No.     I  don't  like  salt  with  my  mush.  " 

—  L.  of  \i ash.  Colwnns 


W0 


"  Im  going  home.  ' 

"Why?" 

"1  li\e  there."  — Rutgers  Chanticleer 


After  the  game,  after 
the  dance,  or  anything, 
finish  your  party  at 


4626  Sheridan  Road 

Pleasant  Atmosphere  Popular  Prices 

Two 
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•Ell 


nenrg  CLijttoii  8  Sons 


EVANSTON  SHOP- 


ORRINGTON     x    MAIN  CHICAGO  STORE 
AND  CHURCH    ^    STATE  AND  JACKSON 


Fall  College  Styles 

For  Northwestern  Men 


BHE  smartest  Suits  you've  seen  in  many  a 
day.  Sparkling,  happy,  gaily  colored  shades 
and  stripes  of  new  grays  and  browns.  You'll 
like  them  at  once  because  they're  your  own  idea 
of  what's  right  in  clothes.  And  the  price  makes  it 
hard  for  you  not  to  buy  more  than  one.  One  and 
two  trouser 


SUITS 

$35      $45      %S^ 


^IORTiy\V\ViE/TlEID[N  pUCPILF  pAIKIROT 


I   Howdy,  Folks! 

A  l;)ig  hello  fur  all  our  old  friends  who 
are  back,  and  a  warm  greeting  to  the 
freshmen. 

Those  of  you  who  know  Chandler's 
are  aware  of  how  well  we  are  able  to 
care  for  your  school  supply  needs, 
party  fa\ors,  sporting  equipment,  etc. 
Xew  students  will  find  a  visit  to  the 
"Student's  Store"  a  profitable  experi- 
ence. 


Our  new  sporting  goods  department  is 
the  big  surprise  for  this  year.  The  en- 
tire second  floor  has  been  remodeled — 
we  ha\'e  more  space  and  excellent  fa- 
cilities to  serve  you.  ^\'e  specialize  in 
Spalding  Athletic  Equipment,  A\'in- 
chester  and  Remington  Guns  and  the 
best  of  all  makes  of  athletic  equipment 
for  e\"er}-  spijrt.  Xo  matter  what  your 
game  is  vou  can  find  the  equipment 
here. 

The  Gift  Shop  has  man\-  new  features, 
too.  Sororities  that  are  planning 
bridges  and  parties  will  find  our  special 
tables  of  bridge  prizes  and  party  favors 
a  great  convenience.  The  Gift  Shop 
has  a  fine  selection  of  articles  in 
leather,  silver,  gold,  china,  pottery — 
along  with  novelties  from  all  parts  of 
the   world. 

Il'atcii  our  ads  in  this  iiiaga.cinc.  as  tvc 
zuill  lun'c  some  iiiiportaiit  things  to  tell 
yon. 

M     *Jvunbxirv   Square  ♦      ^ 


The  Store  with  the  Campus 
Atmosphere 


Please 

An  old  farmer  went  to  Xew  "I'ork  City  for  the  first 
time.  He  accosted  a  serious-faced  youth  just  outside 
the  Grand  Central  Station. 

'"Young  feller,"  said  the  farmer,  "I  want  to  go  to 
Central  Park.  ' 

The  youth  seemed  lost  in  thought  for  a  moment  and 
then  replied: 

"Well,  you  may,  just  this  once.  But  I  don't  want 
you  ever,  EVER,  to  ask  me  again!" 

— Goblin 


y$^'^ 


Prof,  (to  normal  stude) :  Will  you 
tell  me  where  the  nearest  garage  is^ 
Stewed  stude:    Say  "Please.  " 

"Don  t  sob,  brother,   the  wolf  has  never  been  at 
your  door. " 

"Xo^  Say,  the  wolf  was  in  my  room  and  had  pups.  " 
— Denison  Flamingo 


^^M) 


Oh.  to  be  a  flying  squirrel 
A-flying  on  one's  withers — 

And  luckily  to  have  a  set 
Of  hairs  instead  of  Jithers. 


-Record 


DOSTONIANC 

13  Shoes  FOR  Men  )J 


BOSTONIAN  STYLE  2412 
BLACK  OR  TAN 

Do  you  want  a  pair  of  shoes  to  get  en- 
thusiastic about — then  make  your  new- 
Fall  shoes 

BOSTONIANS 


H.  A.  MEYER  SHOE  CO. 


23  E.  MONRCE  ST. 


In  the  Palmer  House 


^piRTll^lWVlE/TlEIKtN  piiiPIPILF  ipMEQI 


Distinguished  by  a  favor  that  places  it  first 


It  is  a  natural  pride  that  Camel  feels  for 
its  triumphs.  Not  only  did  it  lead  the  field 
shortly  after  its  introduction.  It  passed 
steadily  on  with  each  succeeding  year  until 
today  it  holds  a  place  in  public  favor  higher 
than  any  other  smoke  ever  reached.  Camel 
is  supreme  with  modern  smokers. 

Obviously,  there  is  a  quality  here  that 
particular  smokers  appreciate.     It  is  indeed 

R.      J.      REYNOLDS      TOBACCO      COM 

©  1927 


the  myriad  qualities  of  perfection  that  are 
to  be  found  in  the  choicest  tobaccos  grown. 
And  the  art  of  Nature  is  aided  by  a  blend- 
ing that  unfolds  each  delicate  taste  and 
fragrance.   * 

You  will  more  than  like  Camels.  You 
will  find  a  solace  in  them  every  smoking 
hour.  Their  mildness  and  mellowness  are 
an  endless  pleasure.    "Have  a  Camel!" 

PANY,      WINSTON-SALEM,      N.      C. 
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All  wet,  TKianl—eoocept  your 
^(AYWOODIE 

— and  that's  aliuays  dry ! 

Never  gurgles,  drips,  or  trickles  juice! 

No  bite — cither! 

Just  a  clean,  fresh,  suicet  smoke  you 

enjoy  as  you  never  enjoyed  anything 

in  your  life! 

It's  the  "'Btinkltii  Attachment"  that 

docs  it  —  keeps  juice  auiay  from  your 

lips  —  keeps  'em  pure,  unstained  and 

perfectly  cherubic! 

"Which  is  as  it  should  be,"  as  Stella^ 
would  say. 


Ask  to  sec  the  famous 
©rinbUssi  Kaytuoodie  at  your 
pipe  shop.  Don't  miss  it,  vnan! 


THE  DIFFICULT  SEASON 

Local  Ad:    Wanted  a  sales  girl;   Musi  be  respectable, 
till  after  Christmas. 

— Lehigh  Burr 


Sweet  Old  Lady:  Well,  well,  my  poor  man,  what 
did  you  do  to  get  in  the  guard  house? 

Buck  Private:  You  see,  it's  this  way.  I  didn't 
want  to  join  the  army,  but  when  I  was  drafted  I  was 
given  the  number  598,  a  bed  that  was  too  short  for  me, 
a  uniform  that  was  too  large,  marched  ten  miles  to  a 
church  I  didn't  belong  to,  had  to  listen  to  a  sermon  I 
didn't  agree  with,  and  when  the  minister,  at  the  end 
of  the  sermon,  said,  "Number  598,  Art  Thou  Weary, 
Art  Thou  Languid,  Art  Thou  Very  Sore  Distressed?  " 
I  got  ten  days  for  saying  that  I  was. 


— J  ack-o' -Lantern 


^pg) 


"  Fm  taking  a  course  under  the 
great  Prof.  Stringem.  " 
"How  far  under!'  " 

He:     When  the  tourist  arrived  home,  he  fell  on  his 
face  and  kissed  the  sidewalk  of  his  native  city. 
Him:     Banana  oil! 
He:     No,  banana  peel.  — Goblin 


JBxinkk^^  KAYWOODIE  ^^-^p 

Unconditionally  Guaranteed  V^^ 


Unconditionally 

KAUFMANN  BROS.  &  BONDY,  Inc.,  120  Fifth  Ave.,  Neu.  York 


WELCOME! 


To  the  incoming  freshmen 
and  to  those  who  are  return- 
ing, E.  S.  Ehmen's  extends  a 
warm  welcome. 

Come  in  and  see  our  com- 
plete new  line  of  young  men's 
apparel  for  the  fall  season. 


E.  S.  Ehmen 

Correct  Apparel  for  Northwestern  Men 
Studio  Building 


One-half  Block  North 
of  Post-office 


E.S.  Ehmen, '10 


Wright  Erwine,  '23 


Six 
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EVERY  pipe  is  a  Sunny  Jimmy- 
pipe  when  it's  packed  with  P.  A. 
The  tidy  red  tin  chases  the  blues 
— and  how!  Why,  you  feel  bet- 
ter the  instant  you  open  the  tin 
and  get  that  marvelous  P.  A. 
aroma.  Every  chore  becomes  a 
cheer,  and  you're  sitting  on  top 
of  the  world. 

Then  you  load  up  and  light  up. 
That  taste — that  never-to-be-for- 
gotten, can't -get -too -much -of -it 
taste!  Cool  as  a  cut-in  from  the 
stag-line.  Sweet  as  retaliation. 
Mild  and  mellow  and  long-burn- 
ing,  with  a   balanced  body  that 


PA. 

is  some 

little 

cheer-leader 


satisfies,   right  to  the  bottom  of 
the  bowl. 

You  find  that  P.  A.  never  bites 
your  tongue  or  parches  your 
throat,  no  matter  how  often  you 
stoke  and  smoke.  Get  on  the 
sunny  side  of  life  with  a  pipe  and 
P.  A.  Buy  a  tidy  red  tin  today  and 
make  the  personal  test.  Pipes  were 
born  for  tobacco  like  this. 


hur 


sold  every- 
-  tidy  red  tins, 
nd  half-pound 


■ystal-glas, 
humidors  with  sponge- 
moistener  top.  And 
always  with  every  bit 
of  bite  and  parch  re- 
tnoyed  by  the  Prirtce 
Albert  process. 


>RINGE  ALBERT 


—  the   national   joy   smoke! 


©  1927,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,   Winston-Salem,   N.   C. 
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STUDENTS'  HEADQUARTERS 

for 

Typing  Themes, Theses,  Manuscripts 

Multigraphing,  Mimeographing,  Addressing 


A  Complete  Letter  Service 


THE  EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

620  Davis  St.  (above  DuBreuil's)  University  61  45 

HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON 

Public  Stenographer  Notary  Public 


SAINT  LUKE'S  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVENUE  AND  LEE  STREET 

George  Craig  Stewart,  D.  D.,  L.  H,  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 

ALL  SITTINGS  FREE 


Eiglu 
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O  Venusto  Sirmio 

Sweet  isle  upon  the  lake's  fair  hi'east, 
O  place  of  beauty,  warmth  and  rest, 
(At  least  of  beauty  and  of  heat) 
There  would  the  rustic  maidens  meet 
Their  swains,  and  all  the  live-long  day 
Would  sing  and  play  the  hours  away. 
O  long  and  merry  was  the  frolic: 
Twas  just  a  good  old-time  bucolic. 


-Princeton  Tiger 


to   a    kid 


Are  you  a  freshman  ^ 
\'o.    I  m    on    my    way 
l^arty! 


Theta:  How  did  that  cute  box- 
er o\"er  to  the  .Alph  Sig  house  strike 
you^ 

Beta:     Stunning. 

She:   Aren't  you  afraid  other  teams  will  learn  your 
signals? 

He:    Naw,  they  are  so  complicated  that  we  can't 
even  understand    em  ourselves. 

—  Texas  Ranger 

Once  was  a  man  who  said  Dumpleyfiss 
With  remarkable  frequence  and  emphasis 
For  he  thought  when  he  said  it 
Twas  much  to  his  credit 
To  know  such  a  fine  word  as  this  one  is. 

— Princeton  Tii^er 


The  sweetest  pipe  in  the  world 

You'll  find  the  "high-hattest"  pipe  recks  on 
the  campus  are  frequently  inhabited  by 
Milanos. 

All  smart  shapes.  Smooth  fi.iish,  $3.50  up; 
rustic  finish,  $4.00  up  —  all  "insured"  for 
your  protection.  Look  for  the  white  triangle 
on  the  stem. 

WM.  DEMUTH  &  CO. 

WorliVs  Lartlest  Makers  of  Fine  Pipes 
2,^0  Fifth  Ave.,  Ntw  York 

'Cnic  Insured  Fipd' 


HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR    OWN    SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


'^molie  all  ym  wish,  darling. 

But—.  Guess  what  the  but  meant.  Give  up?  Well, 
simply  that  the  gentleman  in  question  should  remember 
to  take  some  of  those  httle  Pep-o-mmt  Life  Savers  be- 
tVireen  smokes  and  make  his  breath  pleasant  and  sweet. 

She  could  teli  him  the  truth  about  stale  tobacco 
breath.  It's  lots  easier  to  love  a  person  who  takes  Life 
Savers  between  smokes. 


^pIR  iril^lWVEf  TIEIKfN  pililDIPILF  pAIKIROT 


Lanyaman  is 
doing  work  day  after 
day  that  an  electric; 
motor  can  do  for  less 
than  a  cent  an  hour 


College  men  and  women  recognize  elec- 
tricity as  one  of  the  principal  aids  to 
progress  in  the  factory,  on  the  farm,  and 
in  the  home. 


Guided  by  human  intelligence, 
electricity  can  do  almost  any 
job  a  man  can  do.  From  stirring 
to  grinding,  from  lifting  to 
pulling,  there  is  a  G-E  motor 
specially  adapted  to  any  task. 


^^^^  210-60DH 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC  COMPANY,  SCHENECTADY,  NEW  YORK 


K®©®©®©^ 
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"And  a  Little  Child  Shall  Lead  Them 
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Happy  Thought 

The  school  is  so  full  oj  a  number  oj  things 

Intended  to  humble  yours  truly. 
My  topper  is  green  and  it  blatantly  sings 

My  verdancy  very  unduly. 
A'ly  personal  notions  are  butts  for  the  scorn 

Of  those  who  have  me  in  derision. 
1  heartily  rue  the  drear  day  I  uas  born 

And  that  is  no  idle  decision. 

These  suave  upperclassmen  forget  nonchalance 

\( hen  venting  their  violent  hatred: 
To  harry  my  days  and  belabor  my  pants 

They  hold  as  both  fitting  and  sacred. 
One  abracadabra  I  have  which  undoes 

My  status  at  present  oJ  bo-hunk. 
And  that  is  the  hap-happy  thought  that  I  was 

A  Senior  just  last  year  in  Podunk. 


And  Then  the  Shovel 

Man  (holding  forth  at  the  club):  ^'essir,  I'xe  alius 
said  that  square  shootin's  the  only  policy  for  a  God- 
honest  man  on  this  tear-soaked  intestinal  ball.  Do 
your  bit  for  the  other  fellow — grin  and  bear  it — 
a  good  turn  daily — the  Golden  rule!  Why,  I'd  give 
the  shirt-off-my-back  to  a  feller  mortal  in  distress. 
Don't  pinch  nickels,  or  they  11  pinch  yer  immortal 
soul.  Be  a  philosopher — what's  a  trifie  now  and  then, 
a  dollar  here  and  there ^  It  was  only  yestiddy  I  met 
an  old  friend  fallen  to  the  lower  road,  and  gave  him 
everything  I  had  in  my  pockets — why,  if  you  should 
ask  me  right  now  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  a  feller 
human,  I'd — 

Messenger:  Sir,  your  wife  is  without  the  door,  and 
she  threatens  to  leave  you  forever,  sir,  should  you 
fail  to  supply  her  immediately  with  sufficient  coin 
to  buy  her  a  new  nightgown.  She  says,  sir,  that  it's 
been  eighteen  years  since  the  honeymoon,  and — par- 
don me  if  I  say  so.  sir — that  she's  grown  a  trifle 
stouter  since  then,  and  that  in  consequence,  sir,  her 
initial  nocturnal  garment  has  become  a  bit  frayed  and 
strained. 


Notice  to  the  Frosh 

Due  to  the  vast  amount  of  time  taken  fro.m 
studies  and  school  duties  and  due  to  their  de- 
tracting and  demoralizing  influence,  to  sa^ 
nothing  of  the  cost  of  upkeep  and  tendency'  to 
form  class  distinctions.  the  authorities  of 
this  universit'l'  prohibit  the  owning  or  use  of 
kiddy-kars  by  any  students  or  faculty'  members 
connected  with  this   institution. 

signed:  alter  d.  scotch 
All  Highest  Nursemaid 

Northwestern  Day  Nursery 
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Baby's  Bath— Part  I 

Articles  needed:  \^'ater,  tub,  pan  scraper,  tico  chisels, 
and  an  axe. 

Use  good  soap,  for  it  is  cheaper  to  buy  good  soap  than 
new  babies.  And  takes  less  time.  Soapoligists  are 
now  working  on  a  combination  soap  that  floats,  keeps 
that  schoolgirl  complexion,  prevents  babies  from  shrink- 
ing, cures  mange,  and  has  a  peppermint  flavor.  They 
claim  it  contains  an  alkaline  solution  of  potassium  salts 
but  it  s  all  lyes. 

Bathe  the  baby  fifty-two  times  a  year.  If  you  think 
that  is  too  often,  bathe  him  once  a  week. 

Important!  Do  not  use  a  washing  machine — it  may 
become  seriously  damaged. 

A  cake  of  ice  throivn  into  the  water  in  the  waiter  icill 
cause  your  baby  to  become  a  two  fisted,  red-blooded  he- 
man  with  hair  on  his  chest — providing  it  s  that  kind 
of  a  baby. 

Throw  baby  into  the  tub  and  when  he  hits  bottom  you 
know  he  hits  bottom.    Make  sure  his  head  is  above  water. 

Rub  with  scouring  powder,  take  out  of  tub,  dry,  shine 
ipith  a  chamois,  and  sprinkle  with  gun  powder. 

Mothers,  be  sure  to  save  baby  s  first  ring' 

Follow  the  directions  I  have  given  and  baby's  bath 
will  be  a  howling  success. 


Part  II 


Infantile  Paralysis 


\\  "oi/i  same  as  Part  I, 


R.  R. 


FOREIGN  CHILDREN 

Little  Freshman,  green  as  grass, 
Little  Soph  so  full  of  brass, 
Little  Junior,  passing  raw. 
Little  Senior,  full  of  straw — 
Far  away  you  seem  today 
From  the  haven  where  I  stay. 
Soon  enough  I'll  see  your  faces 
In  their  old  accustomed  places, 
Save  that  after  registration 
Each  of  you  will  claim  a  station 
Higher  than  the  one  you  held 
In  the  fonder  days  of  eld! 
In  the  fonder  days  of  old! 
Just  last  year  it  was,  I'm  told; 
But  it  seems  ungodly  ages 
Since  we  used  to  cram  the  pages 
Of  our  language  books  with  lore 
Smuggled  in  by  Chandler's  store. 
Foreign  Children.  I  ha\e  hailed  you! 
Little  Freshman,  once  I  whaled  you 
But  you're  now  a  bloated  Soph 
Fit  to  argue  with  your  prof. 
Little  Soph,  corral  some  wisdom, 
There's  a  Junior  in  your  system. 
Little  Junior,  grown  blase 
As  a  scarecrow  used  to  hay, 
Pluck  you  now  the  Senior  flowers 
And  check  up  your  credit  hours. 
Erstwhile  Senior  (here  I  sob 
And  my  heart  donates  a  throb) 
You  must  try  to  land  a  job! 


J.  Polarine:  Why  does  Bruck  go  about  with  a 
bandage  over  his  eyes^ 

Nick  Iso-Vis:  He  doesn't  like  to  see  his  wife  work 
so  hard. 

0^ 


Let  him  who  is  ivithout  gin  cast  the  first  moan. 

"A'fv  mother  got  her  degree  at 
Northwestern.  " 

"  That  s  nothing:  my  mother  got 
her  decree  in  Paris.  " 

"  I  hear  Peg  is  going  to  marry  a 
silk  merchant.      Pretty    swell!  " 

"Not  so  swell!  He  goes  from 
house  to  house  selling  it  on  spools.  ' 
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Little  Precious 

Rollo's  trunks  were  being  packed.  Mother  ga\e  the 
stiff  shirt  a  caress  as  she  laid  it  in  the  drawer.  Her 
baby  was  going  away  to  that  wicked  place  called 
"college."  The  pretty  new  Tuxedo  lay  across  the 
bed.  She  glanced  at  red  and  yellow  plaid  socks; 
they  did  seem  so  "loud,"  but  she  wanted  her  little 
precious  to  have  everything  he  wanted.  Oh,  he 
would  be  so  far  away — no  one  to  kiss  him  good-night 
(lykell!) — no  one  to  tell  him  when  to  change  to  flan- 
nels and  wool  socks — no  one  to  choose  his  ties  for 
him — oh,  dear,  oh,  dear!  .And  a  tear  dropped  on 
the  fat  old  teddy  bear  which  she  tucked  in  the  corner 
by  the  new  ony.x  studs.  (Because,  dear  reader,  little 
RoUo  had  ne\'er  gone  to  bed  without  his  teddv  bear.) 


Song  of  the  Frosh 

W  hen  I  was  young  I  couldn't  spit  o\er  my  chin. 
AcH'  /  can  spit  all  over  it. 


"  Fm  going  to  keep  a  budget  to  cut  dow  n  expenses.  " 
"That's  fine,  but  what's  this  bill  for  se\enty-five 

dollars?" 

"Why    that's    for    the    latest    system    of    budget 

accounting.  " 

Joe:     Santa  Claus  certainly  treats  her  well. 

Ray:    How  come ^ 

loe:    Look  at  the  wav  those  stockings  are  filled  out. 


Ball-Baby 


'3^^ 


^ 


Time  to  Rise 

Letter  with  a  yellow  slip 
In  my  letter-box  did  slip — 
And  inside  the  happy  thought 
"See  the  Dean,  you're  overcut.' 


He:    "Honey — 

She  (excitedly) :    "Yes. 

He  (brutally):     "Honey  for  sale. 


The  Freshman's  Hour 

Between  the  dawn  and  the  daylight 

When  Hell   Week  is  reaching   its 
peak, 
A  Sophomore  shatters  the  gray  night 

Sonie    back-sliding    Freshman    to 
seek. 
Then  into  my  chamber  he  toddles 

.^nd  all  of  my  failings  he  chants. 
And  places  innumerable  paddles 

I n  juxtaposition  to  pants. 

And  while  Im  assuming  the  angle 

'The  thoughts  that  are  filling  my 
brain 
Would  scorch  the  antarctic  and  jangle 

The  Angels  on  Abraham's  plain. 
A4y  rage  I  must  master  and  throttle. 

I  must  "sir"  his  imperative  tone, 
And  reach  for  the  liniment  bottle 

\('hen   he   tires   and   has   left    me 
alone. 


Irate  father:     "Go  and  get  some  clothes  on  you." 
Demure  daughter:    "Don't  bother  me:    I'mclothed 

in    thought. 

I.  F. :     "^'ou  had  better  get  more  substance  into 

your  thoughts." 
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A  LL  but  smothered  by  ominous  clouds  of  flying  pigskins,  by  the  ballyhoo  and  hurly-burly  attendant  upon 
2\  the  open  season  for  Frosh,  by  the  yelping  chaos  of  registration,  even  by  the  inexplicable  yet  seemingly 
uni\ersal  resumption  of  the  \ita  studiosa — gasping,  in  fine,  beneath  the  sheer  tonnage  of  all  these  new 
and  fearsome  things,  Polh',  for  the  first  time  (and  not  the  last,  he  fatuously  hopes)  rises  to  remark.  .  ,  .  But  hold! 
— \\  ho  bid  him  to  rise,  much  less  to  remark!' some  horribly  earnest  person  asks:  and  upon  what  does  Polly  remark, 
if  upon  anything  worth  the  ink^    Or  what  of  it' 

To  these  queries  Polly,  inwardly  timorous  and  aspen  if  outwardly  calm  and  self-assured,  gi\'es  but  a  passing 
though  deferential  quirk  of  his  gaudy  tail.  The  propounders  of  such  questions  do  not  comprehend  the  fact 
that  it  is  eminently  meet  and  proper  for  the  human  kind  to  engage  in  the  exchange  of  nonentities  for  their 
own  sake,  or  for  no  sake  at  all.  The  worthy  gates  of  nonsensicality  are  ajar,  the  fair  fields  of  foolishness  are 
waiting,  for  whosoe\er  will  enter  and  hold  high  wassail. 

Nor  is  it  foregone  that  all  w  ho  enter  are  patent  fools.  There  are  those  indeed  who  would  say  that  there  is 
not  one  a\enue  of  endea\or  open  to  the  human  animal,  not  one  arena  of  acti\ity  a\'ailable  to  him,  w  hich  is  not 
as  palpably  foolish  as  any  other.  And  if  it  is  true  that  Polly's  seemingly  justifiable  aims  rest  upon  a  false 
bottom,  then  it  is  also  the  deplorable  truth  that  we  all  are  astride  a  trap-door  opening  into  the  same  pit.  But 
it  is  w  ith  a  laugh  on  his  lips,  and  not  w  ith  a  bilious  groan,  that  Polly  chooses  to  tumble  into  the  dungeon. 

Herew  ith,  therefore,  Polly  and  his  feathered  cohorts  cast  a  torrid  and  tropical  e\e  on  the  campus  and,  if 
need  be,  on  the  w  .  k.  Things  in  General. 
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Nursery  Wisdom 

There  is  every  reason  to  helie\-e  that  a  certain  popular  song  has  hit  upon  a  sound  pronouncement  of  truth, 
paradoxical  as  that  may  seem.  "  I'm  just  a  grown  up  baby,  that's  avv-awl —  "  so  it  whines:  true:  but  what  is  it 
that  changes  the  erstwhile  children  of  wonder  to  B.  and  E.  men,  e\angelists,  or  professors  (say)  of  the  Science 
of  Education^ 

—  It  was  tw  ilight,  and  three  little  girls,  piled,  in  some  occult  fashion  known  to  themselves  only,  on  a  careen- 
ing kiddie-car,  were  coursing  down  a  sidewalk.  No,  not  the  usual  sort  of  sidewalk,  at  all,  but  a  track  made  of 
shining  rails;  the  kiddie-car  was  the  Twentieth  Century  Limited,  and  the  ne.xt  stop,  New  York.  After  a  short 
stay  in  New  York,  it  is  understood,  the  juvenile  vehicle  w  ill  assume  in  a  trice  the  powers  of  the  birds  and  soar 
away  to  Le  Bourget,  Paris.  And  there  is  no  telling,  by  the  dull  adult  mind,  precisely  where  these  three  hardy 
tra\'elers  will  aim,  upon  achie\'ing  that  field  of  transatlantic  legend. 

The  mad  course  of  the  locomoti\'e.  nee  kicldie-car,  w  as  arrested  by  an  obstacle  in  the  path.  The  obstacle 
was  one  of  a  group  of  obtuse  adults  talking  about  something  doubtless  unworthy  of  the  vocal  energy  expended. 

"StopI  "  rang  out  the  \oice  of  the  little  engineer. 

"W'otsamatter^"   answered  the  equally  small  fireman. 

"Oh,  nothiii ,"  shouted  back  the  diminutive  pilot:  "'sjust  a  old  piece  o   people'." 

This  child,  much  in  need  of  upbringing,  no  cloubt,  had  looked  upon  one  of  those  transcendently  di\ine 
souls,  fashioned,  so  we  are  told,  in  the  image  of  the  Almighty,  and  had  seen  only  "a  piece  o'  people.  '  Some- 
thing ought  to  be  done  about  it,  surely.  Perhaps  a  year  or  tw  o  in  Sunday  School  would  set  the  sagacious  little 
engineer  to  rights.  But  have  no  fear  for  the  future  condition  of  this  child's  mind,  or  for  its  chances  for  salva- 
tion and  culture:  there  are  hordes  of  pedagogues  who  will  zealously  seize  upon  the  grinning  dirty-faced  little 
poet,  to  teach  it  wisdom!    Philosophy,  psycholog\-,  sociology,  the  Science  of  Education  .  .  .  ! 

"Oh,  nothin',    s'just  a  old  piece  o'  people",  .  . 


Let  Us  Surprise  and  Build 

A  splendid  tradition,  radiant  with  youth  last  Fall  but  alreadx'  attaining  that  \'eneration  which  is  the 
due  of  age,  has  uprisen  among  the  local  denizens.  For,  last  year,  it  was  w  ith  some  wonderment  and,  as  the 
semester  wore  on,  w  ith  not  a  little  belligerency,  that  the  returning  torch-bearers  of  knowledge,  fresh  from 
\'acation,  looked  upon  the  beautiful  and  undoubtedh'  decorati\e  bird-cage  contraption  which  enmeshed  the 
slim  height  of  U.  H.  tower.  But,  alterations  completed  and  the  architectural  adornment  remo\-ed,  the  in- 
cident was  speedily  forgotten. 

Patiently,  nevertheless,  those  minds  which  possess  the  genius  tor  doing  the  correct  thing  at  the  moit 
inopportune  time  bethought  themselves  mightily  all  last  summer.  And  their  success  was  staggering.  Return- 
ing again,  students  found  great  boards  blocking  U.  H.  sidewalk,  which  was  of  the  delightful  consistency  of 
warm  oat-meal.  The  hallowed  erstwhile  wooden  steps  were  in  a  creamy  liquid  state  (how  cold  and  unyielding 
untold  swarms  of  future  co-eds  will  find  them!),  and  the  main  entrance  barred.  Beneath,  the  publication 
offices  were  in  the  throes  of  most  aptly  timed  refurbishment;  local  iVlichelangelos  plied  their  mural  art  with 
zeal,  and  much  plaster  was  in  the  air.  On  the  campus  it  was  indeed  a  rare  head  of  hair  which  did  not  admit 
of  some  small  token  of  regard  from  the  flippant  brushes  of  these  masters. 

Admittedly  this  splendid  spirit  of  reno\ation  was  nothing  if  not  commendable  and  worthy.  But  one 
cannot  refrain  from  thinking  of  the  likewise  commendable  and  worth\'  if  tardy  \oung  hostess  who  started 
making  up  the  sheets  after  her  guests  had  gone  to  bed. 


Renaissance 

In  past  Fall  semesters  dead  and  gone  these  man\  .Autumns.  Polh'  has  had  to  ca\ort  right  manfully  (can 
a  bird  cavort  manfully^)  and  sweat  mightily,  that  he  might  present  his  Phoenix-like  self  to  the  campus  before 
the  dread  spores  of  the  mid-semester  examinations  are  in  the  ozone,  tickling  the  nostrils  of  the  unstudious. 
Well,  perhaps  not  as  late  as  that,  or  anywhere  near  so;  but  it  is  true  that  this  semester  Polly  does  make  appear- 
ance quite,  indeed,  before  adequate  ponies  have  arrived  on  the  shelves  of  the  local  bookstalls. 

Consequently,  he  thanks  those  members  of  the  staff  w  ho  ha\e  made  it  possible  for  him  to  make  his  debut 
an  early  one.  Moreover,  not  knowing  how  many  former  clow  ns  and  clownesses  would  be  back  to  rally  around 
the  banderole  of  folly,  Polly  has  limited  the  first  masthead  to  those  who  had  a  part  in  the  forming  of  the  first  issue. 
Therefore,  and  so  on,  he  requests  that  all  other  former  members — who  w  ere  so  far  afield  as  to  be  out  of  claw- 
reach — make  themselves  know  n  and  resume  their  accustomed  perches. 

But  it  is  most  of  all  to  such  Frosh  as  may  ha\"e  sundry  succulent  sniggers  up  their  slee\es  that  the  clarion 
call  for  aid  is  bugled  forth.  There  is  room  abundant  for  new  artists  and  joke-smiths  of  high  ideals.  Polly 
only  wishes  he  had  had  some  of  them  to  help  write  about  themsehes  in  this  their  own  issue — the  Nursery 
Number. 
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The   Collegiate  Mother   Goose 


Oliver's  Optics 

Once  1  saw  a  comely  maid 

Come  trip,  trip,  trip; 
So  I  cried,  "Comely  maid. 
You  will  slip,  slip,  slip! 
And  ivas  dashing  up  to  catch 
her. 
To  save  her  from  a  fall. 
But   she  flopped  ere    I  coidd 
help  her. 
So   I   used  my  eyes,   that  s 
all. 


)^M) 


The    co-ed    icho,    the   first  of 

May 
Stays  out  all  night  till  break  of  day. 
And  roller-skates  back  at  a  quarter  to 

three. 
Will  ever  after  wiser  be. 


If  all  the  ivorld  was  masculine 
Nor  women  were  there  any, 

And  all  the  dames  were  dead  and  gone, 
I  wouldn't  care  a  penny. 


Jack    is    nimble,    Jack    is    hra\e, 
Or  Jack  gets  whacked  with  a  bar- 
rel stave. 


Charley  loves  his  breiv  and  gin. 

Charley  loves  to  blunder, 
Charley    loves    to    kiss    the    girls 

When  they  are  quite  far  under. 


There  was  a  young  man  of  N.  U. 

A-stroll  with  a  co-ed  called  Lu. 
When  a  wind  from  the  west 
Ripped  his  coat  and  his  vest. 

Though  his  pants  held  together  like 
glue. 


Edgar  was  cremated 

And  cast  into  the  air. 

When  specs  of  dirt  get  in  my  eye 

I  think  that  he  is  there. 


Ho-Ho,  Ha-Ha,  Me  Too 

Sing   a   song  of  six-pence,  a 
pocket  full  of  rye. 
Four  and  twenty  frat  men 
eating  tea  and  pie, 
W  hen  the  rye  was  opened,  their 
heads  began  to  sivim, 
Cause  none  of  them  had  ever 
had  a  shot  of  good 
old  gin' 


Jack  Sprat  coudl  chew  the  fat, 

His  wife  could  chew  the  rag; 

And  so  between  them  both  \ou 


He\ 


__    diddle   diddle,    a   quart    in   the  They  let  no  matters  drag 

middle, 
Joe  College  surrounding  the  quart, 
A  sma.sh  in  the  flivver  sat  Joe  in  the 
river 
And  ended  his  spree  in  a  court. 


Cry,  dearie,  cry, 

Stick  your  lip  stick  in  your  eye. 

And  tell  the  dean  it  wasn't  /. 


Graduation  is  vexation, 

Flunking  is  as  bad. 
This   college   life   with  grief  is   rife 

And  co-eds  drive  me  mad. 


"  I  call  my  boy  friend  'Zythum' 
"For  what  ungodly  reason?" 
"He's   the   last   word." 


Co-eds  love  good  w  ine  and  ale. 
Co-eds  love  good  brandy. 

Co-eds  love  to  neck  the  boys 
And  leave  them  in  a  quandary. 


Upon  my  word  and  honor, 
I  thought  I  was  a  gonner, 
I  met  a  dame 
Who  had  no  shame 
Nor  eke  a  stitch  upon  ' er. 


kOOKING  FORWARD 

I 
When  I  have  reached  the  senior  state 
I  shall  be  very  proud  and  great. 
And  Til  tell  Frosh  and  Sophs  and 

all 
To  make  less  racket  in  the  hall. 

II 
'^  hen    I   have   reached  the  senior 

state 
I  shall  give  vent  my  first-year  hate. 
And  Til  see  that  the  underlings 
Atone  for  all  my  blunderings. 
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Notice  to  Freshmen 

The  sign  in  the  library  which  says  only  low  talk 
permitted  does  not  mean  you  can  tell  dirty  jokes. 

"Is  Mable  pretty^" 

"Yes,  as  pretty  as  a  pitcher." 

Employer:    What  s  all  the  yelling  about? 

Clerk:     I'm  fired  with  enthusiasm. 

Employer:    So  you  are:  so  you  are.     You're  fired. 

Day:  I  want  a  gardener.  Do  you  understand 
flowers  ^ 

Zee:  "Rosemary  for  remembrance,  tulip  for 
fame " 

Day:     I  asked  you  "Do  you  understand  flowers^" 

Zee:    I  ought  to'     1  know-  the  Flower  Language. 

College  graduate:     I  have  two  degrees. 
Exconvict:     That  s  nothing,   V\t  had  my  third. 

Single:  Into  how  man\'  periods  has  your  life  been 
divided^ 

Double:  None.  My  life  has  been  divided  into 
dashes  and  exclamation  marks. 


^  ''Wm/4 


She  was  only  a  gardener's  daughter,   but  she  cer 
tainh'  knew  the  dirt. 


King:     So  Stemm  and  his  dame  raced  to  the  min- 
ister's.    What  was  the  result? 
Ben:     A  tie. 


'R®^d 


Reciprocity — By  Proxy 

When  the  last  of  the  paddles  is  broken 

And  the  last  of  my  bruises  has  cured. 
Right  proudly  I'll  near  the  Jewelled  token 

As  proof  of  the  tortures  endured. 
Next  year  when  I  m  paddling  others 

Who  seek  to  crawl  into  the  clan, 
I'll  remember  these  sivats  of  the  brothers 

And  hit  them  as  hard  as  I  can. 

"A  woman  jumped  from  a  fifteen  story^  window. 
After  she  jumped  she  changed  her  mind  and  prayed 
for  w  ings.  " 

"Did  she  get  them!'" 

"^'es,  wings — and  a  harp.  " 
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Lesson  I 


Te 


Xe-oe 


W  /ia;    have    ice    here^      Thi: 
phytes,    is   a   snake. 

\V7i_v  is  he  called  a  Snake^  Be-cause  a  snake 
is  a  low  sort  of  Rep-tile. 

What  does  this  Snake  do?  He  does  no-thing 
but  chase   the  Ca-na-ries. 

Where  is  he  found?  He  is  found  at  all  dan-ces, 
teas,  and  on  the  U.  H.  steps. 

What  is  he  good  for?  To  in-hale  Choc-o-late 
Mal-teds  and  pur-chase  sand-w  iches  for 
lit-tle  fresh-men  co-eds  who  don't  know  a-ny 
bet-ter. 

Do  they  re-ceive  a-ny  per-man-ent  harm  from 
this?     No,  on-ly  pain-ful-ly  wised  up. 

Do  all  of  them  get  ivised  up''  It  is  a  dis-tur- 
bing  fact  that  some  wo-men  nev-erseem  to. 

What  hap-pens  to  such  un-for-tu-nates'>  They 
de-vel-op  sev-ere  ca-ses  of  malt-i-to-sis  of 
the  du-o-de-num. 

And  what  ef-fect  does  this  have  on  him?'  He 
tit-il-lates  with  the  Male  Pos-ses-si\e  In- 
stinct and  inscribes  their  o-bit-u-a-ries 
with  la-\en-der  ink  on  the  back  of  his 
slick-er. 

Are  there  ma-ny  like  him?'  Ev-ery  fra-ter-ni-ty 
has  its  full  quo-ta. 

Do  the  'iris  like  him^    He  thinks  thev  do. 


Alice  in 


Alice,  with  as  little  ado  as  possible,  sat  herself  down 
before  the  White  Rabbit,  who  would  have  looked  un- 
necessary even  if  he  hadn't  been  a  Faculty  Advisor. 
She  was  at  wits  end,  what  with  all  the  Frosh  jam- 
ming in  to  get  registered,  and  all  she  could  remember 
was  that  she  had  come  to  college  to  read  beautiful 
words,  see  beautiful  things,  think  beautiful  thoughts, 
and  hear  wise  men  talk. 

"^ou  are  a  freshman,  I  understand:  and  I  am  \'our 
Faculty  Advisor,  "  the  White  Rabbit  muttered.  .Alice 
was  surprised  that  he  did  not  stick  his  finger  in  the 
inkwell  and  tap  with  his  pen.  And  he  didn't  seem  to 
be  hunting  up  Duchesses  any  more. 

"  1  take  it  that  I  am.  "  Alice  rejoined  timidly. 

"^'ou  shall  take  nothing'  Everything  will  be 
ordered  for  you  while  you  are  here!  "  the  \\  hite  Rab- 
bit thundered  (as  loudly  as  a  rabbit  can). 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  be  presumptious,  "  (a  big  word  for 
a  freshman),  Alice  put  in,  "but  I  came  here  only  to 
take  what  I  paid  for. 

"Nothing  of  the  kind,  ^'ou  came  here  to  be  Cul- 
tured, and  who  pays  for  it  is  a  minor  detail,  "  said  the 
White  Rabbit,  rubbing  his  ears  together  fatuously. 
He  resembled  a  donkey  for  the  moment,  did  this 
Faculty  Advisor. 

"Then  what  must  I  do  to  be  Cultured'"  asked 
Alice,  paraphrasing  unconsciously  the  words  of  the 
Rich  Young  Ruler,  w  hich  she  had  learned  long  ago  at 
her  mother's  knee. 

The  learned  White  Rabbit  thumbed  over  the  Course 
Book  (which  he  held  upside  down  to  mystify  Alice), 
twirled  his  mustache,  and  announced  as  if  he  would 
brook  no  questioning:  "Five  hours  of  Nonsense  A.A, 
three  of  Blather  1,  three  of  Claptrap  B4,  two  of 
Bunk  Al,  and  two  more  of  what  you  came  here  to 
study,  as  well  as  gym." 

Alice  hardly  kept  back  the  bitter  tears.  Here  she 
had  intended  to  take  so  many  nice  courses  in  college, 
and  now  this  rabbit  or  donkey  or  whatever  he  was 
seemed  to  have  his  own  ideas  on  the  subject.  "  I  ex- 
pected to  have  to  study  some  hard  things,"  Alice 
said  aloud,  "not  because  they  were  hard,  but  because 
the\'  mean  something," 

"Mean  something  1  what  is  that  worth'  Blather 
Math.  1,  for  instance,  will  Improve  Your  Mind — " 


Tuvnty-ticc 
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"Then  I  suppose,  according  to  the  way  you  talk,  if  I 
learn  that  cosine  a  minus  cosine  b  equals  a  Greek 
letter,  I  can  translate  Frenc/i  better.  I'd  rather  put  all 
my  slim  hours  of  study  on  the  French!"  Alice  was 
trying  not  to  be  rude,  but  it  is  to  be  feared  that  the 
White  Rabbit  did  not  take  kindly  to  her  reasoning 
processes.  And  before  the  blank-visaged  White 
Rabbit  had  time  to  thunder  some  nonentit\'  in  re- 
turn, Alice,  growing  bolder,  added,  "And  what's  more, 
I  don't  want  to  take  any  gym.  I  think  I'm  old  enough 
not  to  have  my  own  college  poke  its  nose  into  the  con- 
dition of  my  muscles!  " 

The  White  Rabbit  onh'  thumped  \iolently  w  ith  a 
hind  foot. 

"Stop!  You  shall  do  as  I  say  or  your  registration 
shall  be  cancelled  on  the  spot  and  you  shall  be  re- 
duced to  the  evil  unlearned  species!  "  the  White 
Rabbit  threatened  as  if  some  one  cared. 

"  r\e  known  a  lot  of  unlearned  people  and  they 
weren't  all  evil,  "  Alice  said,  standing  stoutly  for  her 
erstwhile  friends.  "Some  of  them  were  quite  nice,  in 
fact.  " 

"How  can  a  person  be  nice  if  he  isn't  a  Phi  Bete  or 
a  Ph.  D.^  "  queried  the  Rabbit,  triumphantly. 

"Are  you  those  things!'  "  asked  Alice,  suspiciously. 

"I  am  both  of  them."  the  White  Rabbit  loftily 
yelped. 

"And  if  I  do  what  you  say  can  I  be  them  too?" 
Alice  wanted  to  know.  She  was  deliberately  waxing 
facetious,  for  as  a  matter  of  fact  this  Rabbit  filled  her 
with  disgust. 

"Indeed  you  can,  if  \"ou  will  belie\e  exerything 
your  professors  tell  you  and  if  you  yes  their  e\ery 
whim    and    opinion,  "    the    White    Rabbit    confided. 

"And  I'd  be  a  damn  fool,  too,  "  thought  Alice  under 
her  breath.  But  aloud,  "  I  don't  understand  yet  why 
I  must  take  all  those  foolish  courses  I  don't  like — " 

"Ah,"  replied  the  White  Rabbit  Faculty  Advisor, 
mysteriously,  "of  course  you  don't  know  w  h\-.  1 
don't — nobody  does.  But  Faculty  Advisors  always 
rule  for  the  best.  Well,  er,  ah,  in  short,  you  just  take 
them."     And  the  White  Rabbit  blinked  benignly. 

Alice  left,  weeping  bitterly,  for  she  had  always 
looked  forward  to  going  to  college.  If  the  Queen 
would  only  come  along  and  order  the  White  Rabbit 
Faculty  Advisor's  head  off! 


F  r  o  s  h    Primer 


Lesson  II 

UTiai  have  we  here^    This  is  a  \\  et  Smack. 

What  kind  of  a  fil-ly  is  she?  She  is  the  sort  of 
heif-er  you  al-ways  draw  on  a  blind  date. 

W '7ia;  does  she  do?  She  goes  in  for  the  ^'.  W. 
C.  A.  and  ves-pers  and  is  known  as  a 
"Dear  Sweet  Girl. 

What  is  her  claim  to  glo-ry^  She  can  mem-or- 
ize  a  text-book  in  three  nights  but  an  0-rig- 
i-nal  I-de-a  would  prove  fa-tal. 

\\  hat  is  she  uork-ing  for^  She  is  work-ing  for 
a  De-gree. 

\V'"i//  she  get  it^  \cs.  for  she  pos-ses-ses  great 
a-bil-i-ty   to  soft-soap   the   Profs. 

What  was  her  big-gest  thrill^  She  is  not  sure 
wheth-er  it  was  the  mo-ment  she  saved  her 
first  soul  or  the  night  she  was  ac-ci-dent- 
al-ly  dat-ed  with  a  sub  on  the  fen-cing  team. 

And  what  is  her  rul-ing  ob-ses-sion?  A  con- 
sum-ing  Pas-sion  for  Souls. 

Does  she  be-long  to  a  so-ror-i-ty^  She  does  if 
her  par-ents  ha\e  beaucoup  shek-els  or  if 
the  chap-ter  needs  grades. 

Can  she  dance?*  She  fox-trots  like  a  pach-y- 
derm  and  wants  to  lead  all  the  time. 

Is  that  her  real  face?'  It  is  the  on-ly  one  Na- 
ture gave  her. 

How  do  oth-er  girls  o-ver-come  such  an  obsta- 
cle?' They  as-sume  drug  store  coun-ten-an- 
ces.  No  one  sees  their  real  faces  af-ter 
they  are  fif-teen. 

And  what  will  hap-pen  to  this  IV'ei  Smack?* 
A-long  a-bout  for-ty  she  be-gin  won-der-ing 
\ague-ly  what  its  all  a-bout. 

And  what  irill  she  do  then?  She  will  e-lope 
with  the  Ice-man. 


Twenty-lhr 
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Song,  of  the  Sober  Senior 

'The  grass  is  green,  but  greener  still 

The  cap  on  Freshie  s  head. 
\\  ho  shambles  by  with  awkward  gait 

On  feet  that  nwve  like  lead. 
His  eyes  are  bright  with  earnestness: 

He's  innocent  of  guile. 
Upon  his  countenance  there  beanis 

.A  cherubimic  smile. 
His  purposes  are  well  defined: 

Great  fires  in  him  burn. 
Oh,  Freshie,  I  uai  once  like  you. 

You've  got  a  lot  to  learn' 

B.  F.  H. 

'Don't   always   complain   about   my  cooking! 
'I'm  sorry;  I  simply  had  to  bring  it  up  again. 


Whither  Are  We  Drifting? 

^  ou  are  wrong,  Astrophel,  if  you  assert  that  the 
spirit  of  knighthood  is  no  more.  There  is  much  real 
gallantry,  even  upon  this  \ery  campus,  could  the 
scales  but  fall  from  your  jaded  eyes.  Why,  'twas  but 
yesternoon,  I  ween,  that  as  I  graced  the  pillar  at  the 
U.  H.  postern,  a  comely  damsel,  caught  in  the  mad- 
some  rush  for  midday  repast,  did  trip;  and  spraining 
her  ankle,  swooned  dolorously,  eke  piteously,  upon 
the  stone  byway.  My  friend,  the  gallantry  of  this 
fair  institution  is  one  with  those  heroic  days  of 
knighthood,  for  there  was  not  a  one  of  those  well- 
mannered  youths  passing  that  did  not  courteoush', 
eke  gingerly,  step  aside  and  considerately  refrain 
from   trampling  upon   the   fallen   damsel. 

B.  A.  W. 

Senior:  She  danced  with  aban- 
don. 

Frosh:  She  should  have  worn 
more  than  that. 

Baby:  I  don't  feel  much  like 
eating  in  this  place. 

Bunting:    Why? 

Baby:  I  just  heard  the  chef 
say  he  was  going  to  turn  the  spit. 


'He  enjoys  his   wife's   literary  taste. 
'How   is  that  possible?" 
'She  reads  the  cook  book." 
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A       Day       with 

Crys  for  mother  to  gi\  c  him  his  hath.  Succeeds  in 
waking  roommate  who  forcibly  tells  him  to  remain 
quiet.    Is  impressed  by  profound  vocabulary. 

Decides  to  get  up.  Gets  into  union  suit  hind-side- 
fore  and  becomes  so  tangled  up  roommate  has  to 
rescue  him  before  he  chokes.  Learns  some  more  new 
words.  Ends  by  having  roommate  dress  him  who 
finishes  job  by  kicking  him  out  the  door. 

After  rubbing  injured  portion,  proceeds  to  ice-box 
to  get  his  bottle.  Succeeds  in  spilling  milk  all  down 
the  front  of  him. 

Suddenly  feels  the  urge  and  starts  to  run.  Too  late '. 
Well,  he  didn't  want  to  wear  these  rompers  to-day 
anyway. 

Goes  back  to  room  and  gets  into  another  outfit. 
Listens  patiently  while  roommate  gives  lecture  on  self- 
control.  Doesn't  know  what  it's  all  about  but  he 
guesses  it  refers  to  him  in  some  way. 

Starts  to  class  with  slate  and  Mother-Goose  book. 
Stops  to  play  in  mud  puddle  and  w.'alks  into  the  wrong 
class  fifteen  minutes  late.  Puts  his  books  on  the  desk 
and  promptly  knocks  them  off  on  the  floor  while 
climbing  into  seat.  Prof,  glares  at  him  and  nearly 
scares  him  to  death.  Asks  him  if  he  thinks  he's  in  the 
kindergarten.    He  doesn  t  think,  so  makes  no  response. 

Feels  urge  coming  on.  Raises  two  fingers  timidly. 
No  response.  Begins  to  signal  more  vigorously. 
Can't  attract  teacher's  attention  who  is  saying  funny 


a 


Freshman 


things  about  "consciousness,  "inner-self,  "com- 
plex, "  etc.  Doesn't  gi\"e  a  dam  about  any  of  that 
now.  Trys  waving  hand  frantically  with  no  success. 
Well,  it  doesn't  make  any  difference  now.  He  does 
wish  class  would  hurry  up  and  end.  Is  that  old  fool 
going  to  talk  all  day!'    Gee  it's  uncomfortable' 

Prof,  finally  stops  and  class  is  dismissed.  Edges 
gingerly  off  his  seat  and  runs  for  home  leaving  his 
books.  Arrives  home  safely  and  makes  complete 
change.  Gets  another  lecture.  He  does  wish  they 
would  mind  their  own  business. 

Eats  his  lunch  of  bread  and  milk.  Spends  rest  of 
noon  hour  looking  at  the  funny-paper.  No  one  w  ill 
read  him  the  words  so  he  11  have  to  just  look  at  the 
pictures.  He  can't  figure  what  it's  all  about  but  the 
colors  are  pretty  anyway. 

Goes  to  paper  doll  cutting  class  but  falls  asleep 
four  times.  After  being  slapped  on  the  wrist  he  gets 
mad,  picks  up  his  dolls  and  goes  home. 

Decides  it  is  time  for  his  nap.  Wakes  up  just  in 
time  to  hear  how  little  Billy  Pole-cat  opened  up  a 
swell  perfumery  back  of  Farmer  Brown's  house.  Gets 
so  excited  he  can  hardly  eat  his  mush  and  milk. 

Thinks  he'll  be  real  de\ilish  and  stay  up  till  seven 
o'clock.  Begins  to  nod  at  six  and  finally  crawls  into 
his  cradle  at  six-thirty  after  saying  his  prayers. 

Is  all  nicely  settled  when  he  feels  the  urge.  Is  too 
tired  to  care.     Drops  off  to  sleep. 
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Lesson  III 

And  II hat  is  this  fun-ny  crea-ture^  This,  Dear 
Fresh-men,  is  a  Prof. 

What  is  he  prof  oj?  He  is  called  a  pro-fes-sor 
of  the  Sci-ence  of  Ed-u-ca-tion. 

And  what  is  he  sup-posed  to  do?  He  is  sup- 
posed to  teach  peo-ple  how  to  teach  oth-er 
peo-ple. 

But  ivhy  does  he  wear  those  fun-ny  clothes^  He 
thinks  that  they  are  the  u-ni-form  of 
Gen-ius. 

Is  that  polk-a  dot  vest  a  mark  of  Gen-ius^ 
Those  are  not  poik-a  dots.  They  are  soup 
spots. 

Where  did  he  ac-quire  that  si-lent  look  of  Mas- 
ter-y?  A-gain  you  de-Jib-er-ate-ly  mis-un- 
der-stand  the  Wor-thy.  That  is  not  the  si- 
lent look  of  Mas-ter-y.  It  is  the  va-cant 
stare  of  Va-cu-i-ty. 

Is  that  a  com-pli-ment^  Lit-tle  Ones,  I  real-ly 
be-lie\e  he  would  think  so. 

Is  Ed-u-ca-tion  a  Sci-ence^  Any-thing  is  a 
sci-ence  if  you  he-lieve  the  peo-ple  who 
teach  it. 

But  why  does  he  he-lieve  Ed-u-ca-tion  is  a 
Sci-ence?  Be-cause  it  is  based  on  Sta-tis- 
tics. 

What  do  they  prove,  for  instance?  That  Co- 
eds eat  more  than  Men  in  the  morn-ing. 

And  why  is  that?  No  one  knows,  e.x-cept  per- 
haps there  are  more  Co-eds  than  there  are 
Men. 

Is  that  Deep?  Oh,  1  wouldn't  be  both-ered 
a-bout  that. 

But  is  the  Pro-fes-sor  a  learn-ed  man^  He 
thinks  he  is. 


The  Story  of 

Oscar  Ogle  had  been  a  big  man  out  at  Punkin 
High  School,  where  his  wit  was  the  pride  of  the  town- 
ship. So,  when  he  favored  Westnorthern  Collitch 
with  his  presence,  he  determined  to  be  wittier  than 
ever,  in  order  that  he  might  achieve  the  ambition  of 
every  frosh  to  be  Prexy  of  the  Willard  Hall  Waiters" 
Union,  star  of  the  telegraphic  rifle  matches,  and 
understudy  to  the  Freshman  Bridge  Squad. 

When  Oscar  came  to  class  the  third  day  of  school 
without  his  books,  his  female  instructor  said  to  him, 
"Oscar,  can't  you  manage  to  get  downtown  and  buy 
your  books  ^' 

"Dog-gone,"  said  Oscar,  remembering  a  fast  one 
from  a  record  he  had  heard  at  the  General  Store, 
Punkin,  "seems  like  every  time  there's  one  of  those 
excursion  trips  I'm  broke.  " 

"Oscar,  such  impudence!  When  I  was  at  Wellesley 
they  didn't  permit  any  talk  like  that." 

"Well,"  opined  Oscar,  "let's  give  a  yell  for  Welles- 
ley.  Not  too  noisy  or  boisterous,  but  loud  enough  to 
be  heard.  " 

.At  this  the  dear  lady  turned  a  fiery  red.  Oscar  met 
the  situation. 

"How  sweet  the  blush  that  doth  suffuse  a  maid- 
en's cheek. 
And  render  still  more  fair  a  face  already  fair — 
Could  they  but  know, 
It  would  not   fright  them  so. 
And  make  them  long  to  fly  away  from  there," 
quoth    Oscar.      The    fair    professorette    lowered    her 
chances   of   getting   to   Heaven,    by   saying    'damn.' 
"Silent  prayer  for  teacher,  "  said  Oscar,  willing  to  do 
anyone  a  good  turn.     Whereupon  she  gave  Oscar  a 
fearfully  frigid  look,  and  turned  her  back  on  him  like 
an  ice-berg  in  a  storm.     The  hero  of  Punkin  broke 
into  appropriate  song. 

"He  wondered  why  she  grew  so  cold. 
He   thought  she  must   be  growing  old. 
He  chanced  to  feel  his  hairy  chin 
.And  then  the  reason  dawned  on  him. 
He  hastened  then  to  reach  her  side 
And  looking  in  her  eyes  he  cried, 
'Oh,  do  not  spurn  your  humble  slave' 
I   look  much  better  when   I   shave." 
"My  dear  Oscar,"   said  she,    "I'm  through   with 
you.     I'll  let  you  engage  in  a  battle  of  wits  with  the 
dean.  " 

"No  hope  for  the  dean,"  said  the  hero  of  Punkin. 
So  Oscar's  teacher  brought  him  before  the  dean. 
"How  are  you,  boy!"  sallied  Oscar. 

The  dean  was  properly  informed  of  Oscar's  imou- 
dence.  "Mr.  Ogle,  "  said  the  dean,  "I'm  not  feeling 
well  today.  Let's  get  this  interxiew  o\"er  with  as 
soon  as  possible,  I'm  not  myself. 

"Weil,  whoever  you  are,  dean,  I'd  say  you  got 
the  best  of  the  bargain.  "  Oscar,  the  hero  of  Punkin, 
was  in  form  today. 

"^'oung  man,  you  must  mend  your  ways.  " 
"I  think  needles  are  for  phonographs,  dean,  "  said 
Oscar,  and  realized  the  last  crack  wasn't  quite  up  to 
par,  didn't  adequately  represent  his  genius. 

"  If  >ou  like  to  horse  around  so  much  you  ought  to 
take  up  polo.  Do  you  play  footbalF"  added  the 
ogre  in  the  chair. 

"Yes,  by  ear,"  said  Oscar  (a  good  one.  he  thought). 


IE  DP 


Oscar  I.  Ogle 

"Then,  with  so  much  surplus  energy,  you  ought  to 
go  out  for  some  of  our  college  sports. " 

"But,  dean,  "  said  Oscar,  "do  you  know,  one  actual- 
ly perspires  in  those  games!" 

At  this  juncture  the  dean  delivered  himself  upon 
what  college  is  for,  if  anything.  "Bravo!  Ne  plus 
ultra  on  that.  Dean  old  boy,"  commented  the  pride 
of  Punkin.  The  dean  chevxed  his  collar  half  ofl. 
"Oscar,"  he  bellowed,  "you  are  a  blasphemous,  par- 
vanimous,  paleolithic  wretch'  ^'ou  are  a  vituperous, 
steatopygous  insect'" 

"Don  t  cry,  dean,  I'll  marry  your  waitress,"  said 
Oscar  (good!).     "Young  man,  where  do  you  live'" 

"On  a  farm,  dean." 

"But  where  is  your  farm!" 

"Oh,    it's   just    a   small    farm.      It    isn't    much. 
Oscar  was  harking  back  to  the  record  again,  his  supply 
of  original  wit  running  low. 

"Yes,  I  know,  but  how  big  is  it!"  "  asked  the  dean. 

"Oh,  it's  so  small.  Maybe  I  shouldn't  ha\e 
mentioned  it.  " 

"Are  you  trying  to  be  funny,  you  imp'  "  howled  the 
dean. 

"No,  sir." 

"Well,  when  you  are  in  my  presence  abstain  from 
all  foolishness.     Do  I  make  myself  plain'  " 

"No,  God  did  that,"  replied  Oscar  with  some  of 
his  old  fire. 

"Ogle,  "  said  the  dean,  "do  you  know  what  I'm 
going  to  do'  ' 

"Don't  tell  me.    Let  me  guess." 

"  I'm  going  to  kick  you  out  of  school.  " 

"Oh,  stop,  you'll  have  everybody  crying!  And  be- 
sides, I  don  t  want  to  lea\'e  your  pretty  collitch,  ' 
reminded  Oscar,  boast  of  Punkin. 

"Its  one  to  one,  but  you're  outvoted,  "  said  the 
dean,  getting  witty  himself.  "It's  all  right,  dean,  I 
won't  be  sore.  I  believe  in  being  kind  to  deans,  dodos, 
and  dumb  animals  in  general,  "  retorted  Os.  "Why 
.  .  .  you  .  .  .  you  ..."  sputtered  the  dean,  words  failing 
him  on  every  side. 

"Dean,  "  said  Os  to  change  the  subject,  'have  you 
ever  seen  me  juggle'  Get  me  a  couple  of  eggs,  just 
so  they're  not  profs.  " 

The  dean  unloosed  a  flow  of  maledictions,  making 
more  work  for  the  janitress.  Said  the  boast  of  Pun- 
kin, "Phooey,  what's  busted,  and  where' — Well,  so 
long,  dean  old  kid,  don't  forget  that  if  you  go  around  with 
a  married  w  oman  you  have  to  go  two  rounds  with  her 
husband."  So,  with  that  final  display  of  pithiness 
and  waggery,  Oscar  Ogle  retired,  singing,  in  his  best 
beer-cellar  manner,  "Oh,  I  made  love  to  the  chaperone 
at  the  Junior  Promenade. 

And  that  was  the  last  of  Os  (at  \\  estnorthern  Coll- 
itch). But  not  the  last  of  Oscar  Ogle,  boast  of  Punkin. 
For  he  trod  the  boards,  where  his  wit  was  appreciated, 
and  made  enough  shekels  to  establish  a  universit>- 
collitch  of  his  own,  had  he  been  susceptible  to  pre- 
senile softening  of  the  cerebrum.  Popularity,  also, 
was  his,  for  frequent  usage  of  the  little-known  ex- 
pression,  ""Waiter,  gimme  both  checks.  " 

And  the  dean'  Well,  after  that  he  had  to  pay  $4.40 
a  night  to  listen  to  Os'  prattle,  whereas  he  could  have 
listened  to  it  for  nothing  all  day. 

All  of  which  goes  to  pro\e  what  saps  some  people 
are.  J.O. 
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Lesson  IV 

And  what  is  this  va-cant  space^  This  Re-pre- 
sents the  con-trib-u-tion  to  In-tel-lec-tu-al 
Re-search  made  by  the  Bu-reau  of  Per- 
son-nel. 

But  u-hy  can  t  we  see  any-thing^  The  es-ti-ma- 
ble  con-trib-u-tions  are  gas-e-ous  in  form. 
There  is  less  here  than  there  is  in  your  lit- 
tle scon-ces. 

\\  hat  does  the  Bu-reau  do?  It  tri-um-phant-ly 
in-ves-ti-gates,  af-firms,  and  casts  a-broad 
what  ev-ery-one  knew  be-fore  or  what  no 
one  de-sires  to  know.  Its  pet  ma-ni-as  are 
In-tel-li-gence  Tests,  Stu-dent  A-dap-ta- 
tion,  and  Sur-veys. 

And  what  are  those  fun-ny  things^  The  first 
ate  Mo-dern  con-tri-van-ces  of  tor-ture  de- 
vised to  hand  you  trust-ing  lit-tle  souls 
your  in-i-tial  laugh  at  Dear  Old  Al-ma 
Ma-ter.  Stu-dent  A-dap-ta-tion  makes  a 
bum  pass  at  lead-ing  the  un-der-grad  s  foot- 
steps in  the  paths  where-in  they  tread.  It 
does  no-bly  e.x-cept  that  it  la-bors  un-der 
the  de-lu-sion  that  lead-ing  means  pur-su- 
ing. And  the  Sur-vey  is  a  fu-tile  stab  at 
Un-earth-ing  Mo-dern  Pro-blems  as  old  as 
Neck-ing  and  as  re-nown-ed  as  La-zi-ness. 

Are  Sur-vevs  of  a-nv  use?  ^'es.  The\'  gi\e  the 
Y.  M.  C.  A.,  the  N.  E.  A.,  the  W^  C.  T.  U. 
and  the  School  of  Ed-u-ca-tion  a  de-light-ful 
chance  to  Stand  A-ghast  at  Cam-pus  Con- 
di-tions. 

Is  the  Bu-reau  a  Pow-er  in  con-trol-ling  Stu- 
dent Life?'     It  fond-ly  thinks  it  is. 

And  what  is  the  Crown-ing  A-chieve-ment  oj 
the  Bu-reau?'    Bore-dom. 


'Tuenty-seven 
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j.jOMfeS,     SOOA,     SUIN6EB, 
l_eA\yfeS      THE      OLD     VILUAGG 
Ol2_0fc    STOREV     FOR    COLL£6e.. 


^P^ 


/ 


DISCOVERS      eAMPUS 
TOTALUV     D\PFERF:rMT 
FQOM     MOVIE    CONlC&PTlOfNl. 


DISCOVERS      HO\aJ      DELI&HT- 
FOU     FACVJLTV     APVISORS 
CAI-^     BE  ..  ■ 


DlSCOVEe.c.      FR^AvT&RtMlTlES 
AMD      PU&DCSES       OME 
TRAT     DO&SNi'T        R.£kTE. 


D\SCO\/EQ-S 


coeos, 


iU^ 


DISCOVERS       c^oeos      /=^Re 

FIC\<LE        <C\2.eATOReS.,  , 


The  Frosty  Phase 

/  loved  you  in  the  summer, 

When  all  the  flowers  were  bright, 
\\  hen  days  were  warm  and  sunny, 

W  hen  moons  shed  mystic  light. 
I  loved  you  in  the  summer, 

As  you  probably  recall — 
But  I  should  uvrry  now: 

You  see,  mx  dear,  it  s  Fall. 


^^%5 


Inspector:  And  what  is  \OLir 
name^ 

Lady:    Mrs.  Jones,  nee  Knox. 

Inspector:  That's  too  had.  I  d 
do  something  for  it. 

Narrator:     And    into   the   train 

came  a  man  with  a  little  baby  bear. 

Old  Lady:    The  poor  little  thing! 


"Was    Helen    hurt    very    much 
when  the  mad  dog  bit  her  calf^  " 

'"None   at   all.      She   wore   gun- 
metal  stockings.  " 


Delt,  Jr. 


The  eternal  triangle  doesn't 
worry  the  young  father  half  as 
much  as  the  cheesecloth  one. 


Infants  are  generalK'  not  con- 
sidered very  martial,  but  you  II  al- 
ways find  them  up  in  arms. 

Little:  The  college  students  are 
certainlx  getting  \ounger  every  xear. 

Bo:  Yeh-' 

Peep:  Why.  even  the  football 
players  have  gone  back  to  rubber 
pants. 

Prof:  (calling  role):  Pardon, 
hut  how  do  you  pronounce  this 
name,     P-r-t-m-j-o-n-e-s-t-\-b-j-k ' 

Sotto  \oce:  Smith,  the  "a  ' 
is  silent   as  the   "Q"   in  billiards. 

Radio  artists  may  think  they 
know  how  to  tell  bedtime  stories, 
but  they've  never  heard  a  dear 
brother  telling  a  prospective  pledge 
iust  how  his  frat  rates  on  the  cam- 
pus. 


Tu-entv-eigltt 
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Ol-SCOV&RS      /VUL      C-OE-DS 


C^'bOOVeeS        FOOTBALL 
IS       ANJ      VCet^AN'S       CdAME,,, 


DISCOVERS      TTAE      NeEO 
TO      "STODV  .  .  . 


OISOOVER^S      ALL     tXAf-^  S 
"ARe"D\FFeCENT.  .  . 


So-so  hen:  When  I  grow  up  I'm 
going  to  join  the  i<lu\  kian  and 
cluck. 

Ambitious  hen:  When  I  grow 
up  I'm  going  to  he  a  mason  and 
lay  bricks. 

"In  this  last  Mayoralty  race 
Thorn  fjson  won  by  a  nose." 

"  You  re  UTongl  He  won  by  a 
nwuth.  ' 

First  Con\ict:  If  I  had  only  be- 
lie\'ed  in  keeping  the  home  fires 
burning  my  wife  wouldn't  ha\e 
had  me  placed  here. 

Second  Ditto:  I  beliexed  in 
keeping  the  home  fires  burning  and 
I  was  placed  in  here  for  arson. 

Biar:  Have  you  any  low  priced 
striped  goods'' 

Seller:  No,  but  >ou  can  find 
something  cheap  in  Scotch  Plaids. 

Twentx-nine 


killed 
lather 


read    that    ; 
himself.  " 
goodness, 


father   of    ten 
what    a    young 


"N ly  dreams  are  always  broken. 
"^'ou    shouldn't    fall    asleep    s 
hard.  " 


^=erR\K3e 


OlSC-OVCCS,     UPoKi     REOBlVINfc 
G3R-AOE.S,        THAT     THeRE 
\S     NiO-rH\lN<o       LV\<^         <iODA 
JERKIMG     Foe    A    CAREeC^ 

ANVVJaV.  .  • 

Co-ed's  Plea 

Tell  me  that  you  like  my  hair; 

Rave  about  my  eyes: 
Say  I  have  that  certain  air, 

That  Tm  very  "ivise.  ' 
Compliment  me  every  ivay: 

Smoke  my  favorite  pipe: 
But  please,  oh,  please,  don't  ever  say 

How  much  vou  "like  mx  l\pe. 

'  B.  F.  H. 


^i«^ 


'3*« 


.A  criminal  is  soundly  belaboring 
an  innocent  pedestrian  with  a  lead 
pipe.  A  minion  of  the  law,'  seizes 
the  e\il  former  as  the  innocent 
latter  falls  hea\il\'.  .Awkward 
pause. 

Minion:  What's  wrong  with 
this  prostrate  citizen,  evil  thug^ 

Evil  thug:  Nothing,  sir,  nothing 
but  a  pipe-dream. 


f^|OlRllt^l\V\V'E/IIEiQfN  f^'lilDIPILF  ipjBEQJ 
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Lesson  V 

What  is  this  fun-ny  thing!'  It  was  once  a 
fliv-ver. 

Does  it  Ritn^    No.    It  just  lopes  a-long. 

Who  owns  it''  It  is  the  proud  pos-ses-sion  of 
Joe  Col-lege. 

Where  did  he  get  it^  It  was  ac-quirecl  at  a 
ses-sion  of  Gai-lop-ing  Do-mi-noes. 

Did  he  u'in^    No.    He  lost. 

What  is  its  in-tnn-sic  val-ue^  Some-w  here  be- 
tween se\-en  clol-lars  and  nine-ty-eight 
cents. 

How  does  It  func-tion^  It  is  \er-y  tem-per-a- 
men-tal.  Once  it  was  known  to  run  a  mile 
w  ith-out  weak-en-ing. 

W  hy  are  Us  shi-ver-ing  sides  paint-ed  with  all 
those  quaint  signs^  So  peo-ple  will  look  at 
Joe  Col-lege  and  think  him  a  Clev-er 
Fel-low. 

W  hy  does  it  u-su-al-ly  Break  Down  some-where 
out  on  Dempster  Street^  It  has  been  no- 
ticed that  it  ne\-er  does  this  e.\-cept  when 
there  are  sev-er-al  Co-eds  re-pos-ing  on  its 
cu-shions. 

Is  that  Pre-med-i-ta-ted^  Let  us  hope  for  the 
best. 

\\"/ia(  IS  its  length  of  life ^  Its  on-ly  ri-val  for 
lon-ge\'-i-ty  is  the  great  sea  tur-tle. 

W  ho  splash-ed  those  cans  of  paint  all  o-ver  it^ 
Its  wor-thy  own-er.  It  gives  him  that  cher- 
ished air  of  be-ing  Dif-fer-ent. 

W  7ia(  is  the  most  he  ev-er  got  out  of  it^  Tw  ehe 
times  in  one  block. 


The  Ears  Have  It 

A  certain  gentleman  sat  next  to  an  elderly  lady  at 
breakfast  at  a  house-party.  He  offered  her  the  fruit- 
dish. 

"Do  you  like  bananas^"  he  remarked. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  I'm  a  little  hard  of  hearing." 

Do  you  LI  KE  BANANAS  ?  ' ' 

"Youll  have  to  speak  louder." 
"  DO  YOU  L I  KE  BAN  AN  AS  ^  " 
"No,  I  much  prefer  the  old-fashioned  nightshirt." 

Two  colored  men  were  having  a  debate  on  who 
worked  the  longest  and  hardest. 

No.   1.     "Boy,  Ah  works  sixteen  hours  a  day." 

No.  2.  "Well  boy.  Ah  works  twenty-fi\e  hours  a 
day." 

No.  1.     "But  there  aint  that  many  hours  in  a  day.  " 

No.  2.  "  Yas,  but  Ah  starts  work  one  hour  before 
day. 


Coed:  (to  frosh  who  has  just  tried  to  kiss  her): 
"Don't  you  know   any  better^" 

Frosh:  "Sure,  I  know  better,  but  none  of  them  will 
let  me  either, " 

Then  there  is  the  sad  case  of  the  frosh  who  started 
to  read  "Fifteen  minutes  a  day,  but  gave  it  up  be- 
cause the  fifteen  minutes  always  ended  in  the  middle 
of  a  sentence. 


Dumb   frosh  to  coed  date:     "Do  \'ou  osculate^ 
Coed:     "What  do  >ou  think  I  am,  a  pendulum?' 


Thirty 


Words,  words,  words  .  .  . 

When  a  man  adds  paint  to  a  house  he  is  paintinf^. 
Ergo,  when  a  dentist  adds  teeth  to  a  man,  he  is 
teething.  Liivcwise,  to  keep  in  the  noble  spirit  of 
logic,  should  a  man  add  insult  to  injury  he  is  insulting. 
But  he  isn't.  He  is  merely  crude.  .All  this  proves 
nothing  of  any  value  e.xcept  that  you  can't  believe 
your  geometry. 

Lexico:    How  do  you  spell  hive' 
Grapher:    All  I  know   is  that  there  are  quite  a  few 
bees  in  it. 

Leah  (reading  wedding  invitation):  "Your  presence 
is  required.  .  .  " 

Lena:  Such  grammar'  ^our  presents  are  re- 
quired. .  . 

"Alack.  I  in  ruined'" 
"What  happened:'" 

"Jane  mistook  one  of  my  love  notes  for  a  chain 
letter  and  sent  copies  to  seven  of  her  friends." 

Bo:    Buying  jewels  again  ^ 
Heme:    Yes,  for  Sadie. 

Bo:  Well!  I  thought  this  affair  between  you  two 
was  a  case  of  free  love. 

Realtor:  Now  here  is  a  beautiful  home  overlooking 
the  lake. 

Buyer:     Where's  the  lake!' 

Realtor:     That's  what  s  overlooked. 


"So  you  were  to  the  smoker.    How  w  as  Abshellah  s 
veil  dance!"  " 

"Everything  went  off  frne.  " 
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Lesson  VI 

.And  pri-thee'ichat  man-ner  of  man  is  this:>  His 
friends  know  him  as  a  Pro-fes-sor  of  Psy- 
chol-o-gy. 

What  does  that  big  word  mean^'  His  pro-fes- 
so-ri-al  High-ness  has  nev-er  been  known  to 
a-gree  with  any-one  on  a  de-fin-i-tion  for  it. 

What  does  he  think  he  is?  In  his  fon-der  mo- 
ments, a  Sci-en-tif-ic  Psy-chol-o-gist.  He 
doesn't  know,  though.  Some-times,  in  his 
gid-di-er  mo-ments.  he  fan-cies  him-self  a 
Ma-chine. 

But  how  does  he  crawl  out  of  that:'  By  w  ild-l> 
flaunt-ing  the  hoar-y  .A-bra-ca-da-bra,  Con- 
sci-ous-ness. 

.And  what  does  that  big  word  mean''  Hush' 
The  Pro-fes-sor  be-comes  quite  vi-o-lent 
on  see-ing  an\-one  else  wa\'-ing  his  Charm. 
If  you  wish  to  Im-press  him.  mumble 
some-thing  un-der  your  gin-breath  a-bout 
the  Prin-ci-ple  of  Cau-sal-i-t\'. 

What  does  this  ex-hib-it  think  a-bout  me^ 
Hush'  This  is  a  iVIeth-od-ist  In-sti-tu-tion. 
(He  be-lieves  you're  a  lit-tle  Ma-chine.  It 
he  pokes  you  in  one  place,  he  claims  to 
know,-  ex-act-ly  where  you'll  jump.) 

Is  that  In-tel-li-gent^  No.  .Any  am-a-teur 
neck-er  knows  as  much. 

Is  that  Bril-lianl^    He  thinks  so. 

Is  that  Pro-found:'    Ask  his  wife. 

\\'7ia;  is  this  Seer's  Stock-in-Trade^  Com- 
plex-es,  Sup-pres-sions,  and  Twaddle. 

.And  what  are  Sup-pres-sions.  dear  teach-er:' 
Ask  any  ^'.  W.  C.  A.  zeal-ot  or  most 
Home-ly  Co-eds. 

Oh!  Is  he  smil-ing:'  No.  That  is  mere-ly  his 
Un- washed  Grin. 

\\  here  do  Psy-chol-o-gy  Pro-fes-sors  go  ivhen 
they  groiv  up:'  In-to  the  Phil-o-soph-y  De- 
part-ment,   Lit-tle  Ones. 


Thirty-one 


"':'  tt'O'^*"  i  N  C  w 


Tea  Hee-Man! 

I 

A  wonderful  bird  is  the  sea  gull, 
Which  can  fly  quite  as  high  as  an  eagle. 

They  sit  on  the  sand 

And  sometimes  they  stand. 
But  you  can't  tell  a  he  from  a  she  gull. 

II 

Consider  the  fresh  roasted  peanut 
That  is  not  a  regular  tree  nut. 

The  blamed  thing  is  found 

Deep  in  the  ground, 
But  you  can't  tell  a  he  from  a  she  nut. 

Ill 

All  praise  to  the  primitive  tree  man, 
And  then  to  the  husky  young  seaman. 

The  man  of  to-day 

Is  all  right  in  his  way, 
But  vou  can't  tell  a  he  from  a  she  man. 


-Jester 


Dear  Old  Lady:  Can  you  please  tell  me  the  berth 
rate  for  the  Twentieth  Century ■* 

Agent:  See  the  goxernment  statistics,  madam. 
This  is  a  Pullman  office. 

— Harvard  LamlDOon 

Kansas  Constable:  Hex,  uatcha  hangin  that  bird 
for:' 

Klansman:    Sone  of  yer  dam'  business. 
Constable:    \ou-  don't  get  smart,  or  I'll  run  you  in. 
—  West  Virginia  Moonshine 

'The  sweet  young  thing  uas  saying  her  prayers:  "Dear 
Lord.  "  she  cooed.  "  I  don't  ask  for  anything  for  mvself. 
only  give  .Mother  a  son-in-lair"  — Bison 

Storekeeper:    I  don'  like  the  ring  oj  this  half-dollar. 
Customer:    What  do  xou  uani  lor  tiftx  cents — a  peal 
of  bells:' 

—  \\  illiams  Purple  Coir 

Yours  Received  and  Same  to  Hand 

The  correspondent  of  a  large  business  firm  had  been 
in\ited  to  dinner  by  a  friend.  At  the  table  the  host 
asked  him  to  say  grace.  It  was  a  new  e.xperience,  but 
he  was  not  to  be  found  wanting. 

"Dear  Lord,  "  he  began,  "we  thank  Thee  for  all 
fa\"ors  of  recent  date.  Permit  us  to  express  our  heart- 
felt thanks  and  gratitude.  We  trust  that  we  may 
continue  to  merit  your  confidence  and  that  we  shall 
receive  many  more  blessings  from  you  in  the  future. 
Amen." 

— Drexerd 


Paradox 


Night — and  no  date  with  you. 
Brings  longing,  dear,  and  sorrow, 
For  then  I  must  wait  and  hope 
That  I'll  get  one  tomorrow. 


Night — and  a  date  with  you. 
Brings,  too,  a  bit  of  sorrow. 
For  chances  are  ten  to  one 
I  won't  get  one  tomorrow. 


-Red  Cat 


"I  can  read  your  mind  like  a  book,  "  the  prof 
droned  on.  "I  can  tell  just  what  each  of  you  is 
thinking.  ' 

"Well,  why  don't  you  go  there?  "  remarked  the 
cynic  in  the  rear  seat. 

— .Missouri  Outlaw 

"Huh~huh~<.  — .'  — .'    Huh— huh'" 

"Such  blasphemy,  little  boy,  what  are  you  about:'  " 

"Gel  the out  of  the  ivay,  'fat'  lady,  I'm  late  to 

choir  practice!     Huh!  —  huh!" 

— Lampoon 

Daughter:  No,  daddy,  I  won't  need  any  new  clothes 
this  spring. 

Father:  Ye  gods!  I  was  afraid  it  would  come  to 
that! 

— Goblin 

"Why  don't  you  put  \iolet  in  your  bath^  " 
"Because  I  don  t  know  Violet. 

— Stone  .Mill 

.All  the  girls  didn't  come  across  on  the  Mayfloiver: 
there  were  other  ships. 

— Lehigh  Burr 

Doubting  the  providence  of  God.  sir?"  But  think 
how  close  the  seaports  are  to  the  ocean! 

— Princeton  Tiger 

.Maid:    Shall  I  take  this  little  rug  out  and  beat  it:" 
.Man:    That's  no  rug.  that's  my  roommate's  toivel. 

— Broun  Jug 

En  Route 

There  w  as  a  >oung  fellow  who  stumped  us. 
On  the  deck  he  made  quite  a  rumpus. 

When  stopped  by  the  mate 

With  a  crack  with  a  plate. 
He  said.  "I  was  bo.xing  the  compass." 

—Punch  Bowl 


Tliirlx-ttvo 


\plR"lrili'l#:E/TiEIKNN  p'llDiPILF  pMBQJ 


And  So  the  Day  Was  Utterly  Ruined 


By  BRIGGS 


And  mike  kenpall  gives  yoo  opos 

OFSto  I,  AND   IT15  GRAND  L>0|RCeNy 
To  -TAKE:  »rs  Monex 


you    HAVEN'T   A    CARE.  IN    TH^ 
v^VORi-D  /^S    you  START  OUT  To 
3Ee  THE  BEST   TEAlW  THAT  DEAR 
OLD  Sl\AJASh  HAS    HAV  IM  VE/^CS 

/_;/;-  ujipe  Up  y:3(.)R  /=>.NaEMT  Rival 


AHV   you   HAVE  A   GRAKID  GABF^ST 
WITH  ALL  THE  OLP    GANG    yoo 
K^UEM'T  Seesl    SINCE    LAS 
YFAR.         -:;;^^,^^ ^^/WMYOON'T 

DAY  FOP.      ACALL  A 
THEGA^ 


J>OU>N    BEFoee  THE  GAME  IS 
lE    MINUTgS     OL-D. 


ANP    THEN  yoj   «5uDDeNL.y 
C15COUER   >fcJU'Ve  SMOK6P  Yot^F? 
LAST    OLD  CrOLD  AfOP  CAM  T 

GET  Awy  M^ee  till,  you  G£t 
BACK  -To  tova;m. 


./C^MO    so   THE  OAy     )S 


, .  not  a  cough  in  a  carload 


p^lOlRllHWVlE/TlEIQtN  f)UWl\^  PASEQT 


WE  INVITE  A  TRIAL 


)d 


MARNETTE  HAIR  SHOP  S 


AND 


BEAUTY  SALON         j 

I  707ShermanAve.,  Phone  University!  104  3 


HOT 

■■^'ou  had  the  barber  singe  your  mustache,  didn't 
you !' 

"Naw,  I  had  a  hot  date  last  night." 

—  Texas  Ranser 


"Well,  what  do  you  think  of  the  cuisine^" 
"I    must    be    terribly    dumb — I    thought    we    had 
arebit." 

—  Yale  Record 


"Eugene"  Permanent   Waving  g 

Jane  Curran  &  Elizabeth  Arden  g 

Preparations  9 


^%f>^ 


Mother:  Can't  you  wear  that  old  party-dress  of 
yours  any  longer^ 

Daughter;    Surely,  if  you  can  make  it  shorter. 

Freshmen  should  not  feel  downcast  and  put-upon 
when  topping  their  persons  with  the  notorious  green 
emblem;  for,  if  we  are  to  believe  the  eugenists  who 
promulgate  that  the  race  constantly  improves,  the 
emerald  underlings  are  but  capping  the  climax. 

Cracker-barrel  seer;  I  knows  a  noble  woman  over 
in  tother  county  wot's  given  light  to  three  brace  o' 
twins  and  a  set  o'  triplets  in  the  short  space  o'  five 
years.     Ne\er  heard  the  like  o'  that. 

Vleal-sack  prophet;  Nothin'  atall.  There's  a 
patient  wife  in  my  home  town's  had  quadrupeds 
twice! 


^     CLOTHES     1 


Ready-mad« 
And  Cut  to  Order 

ESTABLISHED  ENGLISH  UNIVERSITY 
STYLES.  TAILORED  OVER  YOUTHFUL 
CHARTS  SOLELY  FOR  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE    IN   THE    UNITED    STATES. 


■(|K%rtetI|otxs;e 

Suits   ^40,  *45,  *50  OverceaU 


BeaHy 

Camels  Hair 

Coat 

S165 


".An\-  pre\ious  newspaper  experience'" 
".\"o,    but    I    was   editor  of  my  college 
paper." 

"Oh,  I'm  so  sorry;  we've  got  an  editor." 

—Judge 

"'Why  didn't  you  answer  when  the  ele\a- 
tor  man  said  'Up'!'" 

"  I  thought  he  was  suffering  from  indiges- 
tion." 

— Arizona  Killykat 

Butter  and  Eggs;  Am  1  the  first  man  you 
ever  loved '! 

Former  Prom  Trotter;   ^'es,  all  the  rest 

were  college  boys. 

— Lehigh  Burr 


Little  Boy;  What  are  wienies!' 
Collitch  Man ;  Hamburger  with  tights  on. 
—  U.  of  S.  Calif.  \('ampus 


Thirty-four 


■/MM 


iDPiLir 


Knew  What  He  Wanted 

'Gif  me  two  pounds  of  dat  salmon.  " 
'That  isn't  salmon.     That's  ham." 
'Who  asked  you  vat  it  vas?  " 


-Iowa  Frivol 


'^^4 


She:   Do  you  like  hun^ 

Sheba:    W'Tiy,  on  the  whole  he  is  all  right,  but  he  i.s  not 
so  good  looking. 

—  The  Puf^ 

She  may  wash,  but  you  ought  to  see  her  neck. 

— Lehigh  Burr 

He:   Hello,  how  are  you? 
She:   Not  bad. 
He:    Well,  so  long. 

— Lehigh  Burr 


Bill:    You  must  be  one  of  these  Channel  swimmers. 
Billie:    Wadaya  mean,  Channel  swimmers? 
Bill:    You  go  so  far — then  stop. 

— Green  Gander 


— ^ay — 
3t  Mtttj 
MomttB 


FISCHER 
BROTHERS 

iFlnriatH 


614-616  DEMPSTER  STREET 
Tel.  University  1746-1747 


Thirty-five 


AN 


SS6X 


Speedabout 

to  some  college 
artist 


^TRIM.  new  Essex  Speedabout  with  a 
Lspeeial  paint  job,  antl  seventy-five  other 
prizes  by  Eugene  Dietzgen  Company  will 
be  awarded  by  COLLEGE  HLJMOR  to  the 
college  artists  submitting  (he  best  original 
drawings  before  January   15.  1928. 

Drawings  may  be  done  in  any  medium  in 
black  and  white.  Several  drawings  may  be 
submitted  if  return  postage  accompanies 
each  drawing. 

Three  famous  artists.  James  Montgomery 
Flagg,  Gaar  Williams  and  Arthur  William 
Brown,  will  judge  the  drawings.  In  case  of 
a  tie  two  Essex  cars  will  be  awarded.  Other 
drawings,  if  accepted,  will  be  paid  foi  at 
regular  rates. 

See  the  new  Essex  Speedabout  you  may 
u'l'n    a  t 

Hudson  Motor  Company  of  Illinois 

Evaiiston  Branch       1820  Ridge  Ave.        University  720 

For  complete  details  see  a  copy  of  COLLEGE  IIUMOFt 
now  on  sale  on  the  news-slands  Drawings  should 
be  sent   irnmedialely    to    Ihe    Art    Contest    Editor 


Chicago,  it^l 


i^;^ 


^[0(iirinii<'mEP^  pucpic  | 


The 
ORRINGTON 

Barber  Shop 

You  get  better  work — 
better  service  at  this 
better  barber  shop! 

Adjacent  to  the  Office 
Lobby  of  the  Hotel. 

Phone   University    8700 


IGtbrary  piaza  (Hafptrria 

In  the  Librarj'  Plaza  Hotel 
Orrington  Ave.  Just  South  of 

Church  Street 
Open  6  A.  M.  to  7:45  P.  M. 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualities  of  the  Ahiier 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle  for 
woik  and  stud}^  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more   than  twenty  Aimer  Coe  styles. 


Aimer  Coe   &   Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orriit^lou  a'.  Church  Sfrtt'l 


Quick  Thinking 

A  college  student  arose  from  his  table  in  a  fashion- 
able dining-room  and  walked  toward  the  door. 

He  was  passing  the  house  detective  at  the  entrance 
when  a  silver  sugar  bowl  dropped  from  his  bulging 
coat. 

The  guest  glanced  calml\-  at  the  officer,  then  turned 
with  an  expression  of  pohte  annoyance  toward  the 
occupants  of  the  room.  "Ruffians,'  he  said.  "Who 
threw  that!'"  and  walked  out. 

— Chaparral 


Claude:    Were  \'0u  out  last  night? 
And  Maude:    W  ell,  not  completely. 


Tom:     1  kissed  her  while  she  wasn't  looking. 
"What  did  she  do'  " 

Tom:    Kept  her   e>'es   closed    for   the   rest   of  the 
e\ening.  — Blue  Gator 


"Pop,  I  want  to  go  to  college.  " 
"What  do  you   want   to  go  to  college   for'     The 
traveling  salesmen  know  just  as  good  ones. 

— Broun  Jus, 


When  better  literature  is  suppressed,  it  w  ill  be  read 
bv  .Americans.  — Scream 


".Any  part  of  the  cit\'  \"ou  want,  cheapest  rates!  ' 
yelled  the  ta.xi  driver. 

Student:  You  can't  string  me  again.  I  bought  the 
city  hall  last  year  and  they  wouldn't  gi\'e  it  to  me. 

— Drexerd 


^*#15 


She  challenged  me  to  kiss — 
W'e  ivent  to  press, 
I  rather  guess 

We  printed  a  large  edition. 


-Lehigh  Bur 


Voice  over  Phone:     "Is  this  the  lady  who  icashes^" 
Society  Snob:     "Indeed'     I  should  say  not." 
\oice    over    the    Phoiie:      "Why,    you  dirty  thing." 

— Beanpot 


Tlurl\ 


K|ORlriWViE/|[EIDN\  f)\[)Wm  ipAIRIROT 


Premonition 

"Harry,  dear,  1  ha\"e  been  dreadfully  insulted," 
cried  the  young  wife  to  her  husband  on  his  return 
home. 

"Insulted  by  whom!""  he  asked  in  astonishment. 

"B-by  your  mother,"  she  answered,  bursting  into 
tears. 

"My  mother,  Flora?  Nonsense!  She's  miles 
away." 

Flora  dried  her  tears. 

"  Fll  tell  you  all  about  it,"  she  said.  "A  letter  came 
for  you  this  morning  addressed  in  your  mother's 
handwriting,  so  I  —  I  opened  it.  " 

"  I  see." 

"It  w'as  written  to  you — " 

"I  understand.  But  where  does  the  insult  come  in""" 

"  In  the — the  postscript,"  answered  the  young  w  ife. 
"It  s-said:  'Dear  F-Flora, — Don't  fail  to  give  this 
letter  to  Harry.'  " 

— Biscn 


Bo:    \\  ell,  there's  one  thing  of  which  I  can  boast — 
that  a  lie  has  never  passed  my  mouth. 

Bo:   That's  an  advantage  you  people  ha\e  who  talk 
through  your  nose. 

—Golden  Bull 

Sizzling:   Can  you  draw? 
Boulder:    A  little.     Why:' 
Sizzling:    Well,  then — draw  closer 


He:    Ha\'e  you  ever  been  in  loxe" 
She:    That's  my  business. 
He:    Well,  how's  business? 


-Witt 


-Belle  Hop 


Butterfly 
Cuthbert 
Butterfly 


Cm  on,  kid;   gimme  a  kiss. 

Oh,  no;    I  ha\'e  gra\e  trepidations. 

Aw,  that's  all  right:    I'm  \accinated. 

— Chaparral 


'^m 


A  man  ntay  be: 

Green  with  jealousy, 
Red  u'ith  anger, 
Black  with  sin, 
Blue, 

White  to  his  friends. 
Yellow, 

And  yet  be  tickled  pink  when  he  gets  that  bid  to  her 
sorority  dance. 


For 
Kuppenheimer 
Good  Clothes 

Roxburn  Clothes 

and 
Florsheim  Shoes 

For  College  Men 

Samuel  L.  Pais 

821  Chicago  Av.  Univ.  8430 

"IT  PAYS  TO  TRADE  AT  PAIS" 


Go  U  Northwestern! 

For  ii  Hair  Cut  That's  Right 
Bill  Mill's  Campus  Barber  Shop 

1820  Sherman  Ave.  Opp  Willard  Hall, 


WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

^  -m        .  THINK.    OF 


on6 


'"ivA".^sTo^\r"-     Phone  URiversity(;32  /54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


Thirty-seven 


I 
I 


I 


I 
I 

I 


Drop  In 

and    try    on    a 
pair   of    these 


Walk-Over 
**HIGH  FLIERS" 

You  have  a  complete  series  to 
choose  from.  Grained  leather  and 
smooth,  quarter  oxtords  and 
bluchers,  fancy  tips  and  plain. 


WALK-OVER 

SHOE  STORE 

607   Davis   Street,  EVANSTON 

Joseph  Hiddleston,  Mgr. 


I 
I 

I 


I 


I 
I 

I 
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"I  heard  a  new  one  the  other  day.     I  wonder  if  I 
told  it  to  you?" 
"  Is  it  funny?" 
"Yes." 
"Then  you  haven't." 

— l-og 


Half:     What  do  you  think  of  my  family  tree^ 
Back:    The  tree  may  be  a  good  one,  but  it  looks 
to  me  as  though  the  crop  was  a   failure. 

— Flamimo 


The  judge  was  quizzing  the  plaintiff  in  a  libel  suit. 
"What,"  he  asked,  "did  the  defendant  say  to  you?" 

"Your  honor,"  replied  the  plaintiff,  "  'You  are  a 
dolt,  a  fool,  an  ass,  and  a  skunk.  " 

"Address  the  jury  when  you  speak.  "  „. 


"And  did  poor  Lemuel  die  leading  his  men  in  a 
charge,   dear  Jonathan?" 

"Not  altogether,  Aunt  Sophie.  In  bowing  to  a  lady 
he  decapitated  himself  on  his  collar." 

— Harvard  Lampoon 


"You  probably  don't  remember  me,  "  began 
the  self-made  man  proudly,  "but  twenty  years  ago 
when  I  was  a  poor,  humble  boy,  you  ga\'e  me  a  mes- 
sage to  carry." 

"Yes,  yes,  "  cried  the  busy  man.  "Where's  the 
answer?  " 

— Bison 


CAFETERIA 

ESTABLISHED  19CS 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

BREAKFAST  6:45  to  8:30 
LUNCH  11:15  to  1:30 

DINNER  5:15  to  7:30 

NOT  OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Thirty-eighi 


j\pRTiy\V\VE/TiEIKrN  f^UIDiPILF  ip^OBQT__ 


■Northwester 

•""mTerslty 

Library 


One:    What  do   you   call    your  mother-in-law? 
I  don't  know  what  to  call  mine. 

Two:  Well,  during  the  first  year  I  called  her  "Say." 

One:   And  after  that!" 

Two:   We  both  called  her  grandmamma. 

—Puppel 

Princeton:  The  idea  of  letting  your  girl  tell  every- 
body she  has  made  a  man  of  you.  ^'ou  don't  hear  my 
wife  saying  that  about  me. 

Harvard:  No,  but  I  heard  her  tell  Smith  that  she 
had  done  the  best  she  could. 

--Lord  Jeff 

Stranger:    Are  the  Police  in  this  town  mounted^ 
Town  Jokester:    No,  only  stuffed. 

—  Widow 


Embarrassed  frosh  to  female  companion:  "Your 
garters  are  \ery  becoming.  .  .  .  er  .  .  .,  I  mean,  they're 
becoming  very  noticeable.  " 

Professor  (to  frosh)  "Mr.  Holstein.  spell  banana." 
Frosh:    B-a-n-a-n-a-n-a-n-a-n-a    .    .    .    clarnit,    pro- 
fessor, I  know  how  to  spell  it  but  I  don  t  know  when 
to  stop.  " 


Man  to  a  Friend :   Do  you  know  where   I  can  get 

forty  thousand  cockroaches^ 

Friend:    What  do  you  want  those  for  ■ 

Man:  My  lease  runs  out  next  week  and  I  agreed  to 

leave  the  house  as  I  found  it. 

— Chanticleer 


She-sez:  I  have  no  sympathy  for  a  man  who  gets 
drunk  every  night. 

He-sez:  A  man  who  gets  drunk  every  night 
doesn't  need  sympathy. 


"Mv   future   is  assured." 

"WhyT" 

"  I'm  going  to  die.  " 


-Colgate  Banter 

—  Webfoot 


"Well,    dad.    Fm   engaged." 

"^'ou  don't   mean   it.  " 

"Of  course  not,   but  it's  lots  of  fun. 


— Scream 


"I  see  you  have  a  sign  in  your  store  'We  aim  to 
please,'    "  remarked  the  irritated  customer. 

"Certainly,  sir,  that  is  our  motto,"  replied  the 
proprietor. 

"Well,  "  retorted  the  customer,  "you  ought  to  take 
some  time  off  for  target  practice.  "  — \  oo  Doo 


Hennj  CLijtton  %  Sons 

STATE  and  ]ACKSO'N-  Chicago  ORRINGTON  a/id  CHURCH— fiiansto/i 

In  Our  Evanston  Shop 


Co!!e£e   Men 


mmtUm 

I       Authentic  styled  f^  I 
IC^ege  CIothesT 


Thirty-nine 


Forty 


// 


this  is  your  Parrot 
you're  reading- — 


Thank  You 


If  it's  not^ 

Subscribe 
NOW  J 


r\&yT\^'v\^VN^^v\^y^''^\s£/v><i^v\;3^ 


^1  certainly  agree  with 
Nazimova^* 


Said  Consuelo  Flowerton  to 
Frank  DeWeese  as  they  rested  he- 
tvieen  swims atRocklandSeach. 


Nazimova,  brilliant  actress,  writes: 

"The  Russian  lady— ah,  how  she  delights  in  the  puff 
of  a  fragrant  cigarette!  As  a  Russian  I  have  tried 
them  all  —  the  cigarettes  of  Cairo,  Paris,  London, 
Madrid — but  here  in  my  adopted  country,  America, 
I  have  found  my  favorite  cigarette  'The  LuckyStrike.' 
In  addition  to  its  lovely  fragrance  and  wonderful 
flavor  it  has  no  had  effect  upon  my  voice — so  even 
when  I  go  abroad  I  carry  with  me  my  little  trunk  of 
Luckies—and  enjoy  a  puff  from  America." 


66 


"^•^ 


It's  toasted 

No  Throat  Irritation -No  Cough. 


i 
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